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" How do you like the play so far ? " 

" Very much.'* 

w They do it beautifully, Phil ; don't they?'' 

" Only as French actors can." 

" Say only as the ComSdie Fran^ise can." 

These words were spoken by two Americans, 
Abbott Ogilvie and Philip Dwinelle. The curtain 
had just fallen on the third act of Dumas's Le 
Demi'Mondey that brilliant dramatic sneer which 
first startled and entranced Paris, more than a 
quarter of century ago, and which has lured and 
shocked auditors from then till now. Ogilvie had 
seen the play before, Dwinelle never. They were 
both natives of New York, both bred in the best 
ranks of transatlantic life. They moved mostly in 
the s£^m9 s^t wh^u at home, and bad known each 
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other since their days of kite and ball. Ogilvie, it 
must be added, was by several years the elder. 
They rose, now, from their fauteuils JCoreheUre^ 
put on their hats, and stood staring about the 
house through their lorgnettes. " How vulgar 
this would seem in New York," muttered Philip 
Dwinelle. 

" Vulgar?" queried his friend. 

*' Yes. I mean the bare, dirty floor beneath 
us — the absence of orchestral music and those 
three ridiculous thumps every time a new act com- 
mences — the way all women are forbidden these 
seats, which are better than any others — the cool 
autocracy with which we men cover our heads 
and stand glaring round us as if we were in a beer- 
garden. And yet here's the country which in- 
vented that pretty little phrase of gallantry, place 
aux dames/" 

" The French a gallant race ? " laughed Ogilvie, 
with discreet semitone. " In the sense of a Louis 
Quinze, perhaps, yes; but hardly in the sense of a 
Chesterfield." 

People were pouring out into the lobbies, and 
our two friends let themselves drift along on the 
human stream. Just as they passed a box on the 
lower tier Ogilvie bowed to a lady seated there. 
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She bad a face that made Philip start ; it seemed 
flowering so brilliantly out of the dimness. He 
bad noticed it a little while ago, but distance bad 
then clad it with no such spell as now. They soon 
passed into the great foyer where gleams the 
marble statue of Voltaire. 

" What a magnificent old cynic he looks," mur- 
mured Ogilvie. " And the attitude of those claw- 
like hands ! They seem as if they'd just finished 
strangling a sentiment." 

" M — m, yes," returned Philip. " And what a 
contrast to our own great unbeliever, Ingersoll ! 
Do you recall the pictures of his face, so sunny, so 
rich in love of life rather than scorn of it ? " 

"Bless me," said Ogilvie, "Voltaire didn't 
scorn life ; he only weighed it . . ." 

"And found it wanting. Ingersoll finds it 
splendidly comprehensive, much as he wars against 
its myth and sham. . . Who was that woman with 
the high-arching eyebrows whom you bowed to as 
we passed her box ? " 

"That?" said Ogilvie, as though he addressed 
the thin sculptured face before him, with its leer- 
ing lips and air of almost terrible worldly wisdom. 
" That, I believe,, was a Mrs. Blandthwaite." 

" You believe f Aren't you sure ? " 
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«0h, yes. She's an American, She's lately 
been over here a good deal, though." 

" Is she wife or widow ? " 

" Her husband died a centuiy since.'* 

" Ah," smiled Philip, " I've my doubts of 
that." 

Ogilvie turned rather quickly and eyed him. 
" You think she looks young? Well, you're right ; 
she is . . . How the French love an airing between 
whiles, at their theatres, don't they ? Just see in 
what droves they flock forth. And yet we call 
the Americans a restless people. Think of the 
entr'acte9 at Daly's or the Madison Square. Why, 
scarcely a woman leavea her seat." 

" The men won't let them," said Philip with a 
shrug. "The men are always going out to get 
cocktailsi" 

** Oh, come, now 1 Cocktails are an ante-prandial 
tipple. Besides, the petit verre isn't ignored at 
present in this classic neighborhood, as many gal- 
loping garfons of near caf69 might tell you. Per- 
haps it means that New Yorkers are really more 
tired by the time they get to their theatres." 

"They've often good reason to be tired after* 
ward." 

"Quite true, Phil. But then one swallow 
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doesn't make a summer, and you know that they 
do play the wildest trash here in Paris." 

*'Not at the Franpais^ Abbott, and of this 
unique play-house -one might say that it's not a 
question, dramjitically, of one swallow but a whole 
flock — not a question of one summer but all the 
year round. By the way," Philip continued, 
touching his companion's arm, " here comes the 
lady of whom I just spoke. She's between two 
persons, don't you see ? Just at my right. A big 
reddish-blond of a man is on one side of her, and 
on the other there's a tallish girl with an English 
look." 

" I see," said Abbott Ogilvie. • . " You're so 
far right, my boy," he went on, " in lauding this 
establishment as you do. It doesn't merely mean 
the pride and glory of France ; it means the best 
and finest that dramatic art has ever yet dreamed 
of achieving in any known country on the globe. 
We Americans? Count us out, as yet; we're a 
probability, perhaps, but we've no more an 
honest drama than we've an honest govern- 
ment. The English? They swing like a giddy 
pendulum between their Sliakespeare that was 
and their feverish extravaganzas that are. The 
Germans ? Their noblest comedian can sit down 
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on a concealed piu and make them shriek 
with mirth. What nation but this French one lets 
its actors deal with life in terms at once unsparing 
and artistic ? Life, I mean, of our own time, and 
hence our own world. Of course one gets rubbish 
enough elsewhere between the Rue St. Honor^ 
and the Boulevard St. Martin ; but you must admit 
that the OdSon and the G-ymnase have their great 
claims, too. . . Frankly, Phil, to my own thinking, 
there is no such poor handicapped fellow as the 
English or American playwright. He's always 
getting abuse for not Jiaving talent, while the 
truth is that in many cases he's a rich lot of it. 
Only, he must forever choke and cramp it so that 
it will suit the hideous taste of his country-folk. 
Imagine what he must suffer when the managers 
refuse his work unless it's a chain with some slam- 
bang * situation' for each of the links. You'll 
say, perhaps, that he shouldn't let himself suffer — 
that he should quit play-making altogether. But 
ah, when we've a calling for any one kind of art 
we're so apt to prefer following it badly rather than 
not follow it at all. A man can't resign from being 
a dramatist as if he were resigning from the post- 
mastership of Detroit. The Muses are a Council 
of Nine, who confer appointments for life. It*s 
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too. often the place and period we live in that spoil 
our work. Moli^re might have been far beneath 
even a Boucicault if he had had to write for 
theatres of the^ Strand and Broadway." 

Ogilvie was not by any means given to long out- 
bursts like the above, and as Philip Dwinelle felt 
the pressure of his comrade's arm while being led 
from one marble bust to another of the many 
which lined that classic and renowned hall, it oc- 
curred to him that beneath so unwonted a mono- 
logue might subtly sleep a motive not over-difficult 
to divine. 

With a gentle detaining counter-force Philip 
paused, and looked over one shoulder. "That 
whole party," he said, " are strolling just our way. 
By the bye, would it bore you horridly to let me 
know her ? " 

His arm had now dropped from Ogilvie's. " Oh, 
would you really like it ? " said the latter. " I 
didn't know you cared." 

"I didn't know it myself," was the reply, " until 
just a second ago. But Mrs. Blandthwaite is 
fetching. Don't you think her so ? " 

There was no response to this question on the 
part of Ogilvie. But the lady just mentioned had 
iiow drawn near enough for him to address her in 
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a few low words, and then present his friend. Mrs. 
Blandthwaite seemed highly gracious. In turn 
she made known the large reddish-blond man as 
Monsieur Duquesne, and the tall, fair girl as " my 
friend, Lady Ethel Trefusis." Then a little con- 
vereational breeze blew, as it were, from lip to lip. 
Philip noticed, while he said polite nothings to 
Lady Ethel and Monsieur Duquesne, that certain 
quick words passed in seemingly careless delivery 
between Ogilvie and Mrs. Blandthwaite. They 
were not loud enough words for him to catch them 
amid the general bustle and din, but he perceived 
that they were uttered in an undertone which 
appeared both swift and intimate. He wanted to 
address Mrs. Blandthwaite himself, but felt headed 
ofif, so to speak, by Ogilvie. He had a rather con- 
science-stricken sense of being bored by Lady 
Ethel's high, sweet English voice and the large gen- 
tleman's laborious French accent. If he had heard 
the rapid dialogue of which he was now vaguely 
aware he would have caught phrases like these : 

" You've been long in Paris?" 

"I came here from Homburg yesterday. And 
yon?" 

".I came from Spa two weeks ago, with Lady 
Ethel," 
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♦* Lady Ethel . . .?" 

**— Tref usis. You're surprised ? " 

** You never surprise me." 

" Ah ? I've not even that saving grace left for 
you?" 

" You've many graces, of course. But ..." 

The bell of summons back into the theatre now 
sounded its hardy little carillon. Mi's. Bland- 
thwaite glanced at Philip, who promptly gave her 
his heed. 

" I don't want to miss a line of this charming 
play," she said. 

" Do you think it charming ? " inquired Philip. 

'* Don't you ? " she asked. 

" Ah," exclaimed Monsieur Duquesne, in his 
bad English, whose helter-skelter syntax need not 
here be recorded, "could any one fail to think it 
charming ? " 

" I fail," said Lady Ethel. She had a face with 
the wilding tints in it of a wayside rose, and eyes 
with a deerlike shyness amid their velvet brown 
that suited the smill pink curve of her mouth and 
the infantile dimple of the chin just below. 

Monsieur Duquesne made a grimace that showed 
his white though slightly jagged teeth. He looked 
like one of those burly Flemings that Rembrandt 
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would sometimes paint, with his orange moustache 
and imperial, his solid fleshful face and his big, 
chubby hands, on whose knuckles were little tufts 
of tawny hair. " That is half because you are 
English, mademoiselle," he said, " and half because 
you are so delightfully young." 

" How withering for me ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Blandthwaite, with a touch of American shrillness. 
She gave her head a toss, and at the same instant 
her lips curled in gay mutiny. " I'm not such an 
antiquity, either ! " she went on, appealing, for 
some reason, to Philip, with a flash from her dark 



They were eyes excessively dark, and Philip had 
just told himself that on this account their trans- 
lucence, their entire lack of metallic opaqueness, 
was all the more to be admired. But he had found 
other marks of distinction in their possessor. She 
was not so tall as Lady Ethel, yet her carriage 
was far statelier, and she had that repose of bear- 
ing which clothes particular women as its perfume 
clothes a flower. Her hair was plainly bounteous 
and of warm chestnut lustres that deep waves 
richly accentuated. For the rest, her face held no 
other special signs of beauty except its general 
fi*e§hness, individualism, lur^. Of many leaves oa 
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a healthful bough you may say that a hundred 
please you and indeed are perfect, but of one you 
may say that some unique spell haunts its outline, 
some delicate sorcery lurks in its emerald, neither 
of which for dear life can you explain. So with 
the features of this notably winsome woman, 
who continued speaking in a voice full of brisk 
trebles. 

" I think the play, after all, not half so charm- 
ing as it is in some ways true and strong." 

** Then you've seen it before ? " said Philip. 

" Yes ; once before in this very theatre." Here 
Mrs. Blandthwaite touched the arm of Monsieur 
Duquesne and nodded to Lady Ethel. " We really 
must go back to our box," she said. Not till now 
had she done more than bow to Ogilvie, but sud- 
denly she gave him her hand. " Lady Ethel and 
I have a little room in the Rue Richepanse where 
we're at home in the afternoons between five and 
seven. We'll show you how badly the French 
make tea, if you'll come to us. If you'll both 
come to us," she added, putting out her hand to- 
ward Philip, who caught it with a swift, low bow. 
Then she gave the number of her abode, with mo- 
mentary emphasis. 

" I'm no great lover of tea whether it's good or 
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bad," said Philip, '' but I shall certainly come 
to the Rue Richepunse." 

" Don't libel our tea," said Lady Ethel sedately 
to Mrs, Blandthwaite. " It isn't in the least French 
nowadays, you know. I make it myself." 

'* And for yourself, dear girl," said Mrs. Bland- 
thwaite. " It's your only vice." 

" People with pure consciences can often drink 
gallons of tea," said Duquesne, looking at Lady 
Ethel ; " they so seldom have any nerves." 

" Nor vices, either, I hope," said Ogilvie, a trifle 
grimly. This Monsieur Duquesne somehow hurt 
him like a draught of raw air that he might have 
been compelled to sit in. 

" You mustn't think my invitation too bold a 
one," he now heard Mrs. Blandthwaite say to his 
friend. " It isn't merely that I meet you with an 
old acquaintance like Mr. Ogilvie ; it's because, in 
the first place, we're fellow country-people, and 
because, in the second, I know so well just who 
you are. How can one help knowing, with your 
great and brilliant position over there across the 
water?" 

After thus having spoken, she at once turned 
and moved away between her two companions. 

" You abominate all that stuff, I very well know,'* 
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said Ogilvie, in the little pause that followed her 
departure. 

" Abominate it? " the other replied, as if waking 
from a short revery. " Oh, yes, of course I do. 
My chief reason is its total untruth." 

" No, no," smiled Ogilvie ; *' I won't allow that. 
You're Philip Dwinelle, as everybody knows ; the 
man who dared " 

" Oh, spare me, old fellow ; please do ! — ^Now 
as to this Mrs. Blandthwaite. I'm curious to have 
you tell me about her." 

" There's no time, at present," said Ogilvie, in a 
quick, curt way. *' The next act is beginning." 

" Good gracious," exclaimed Philip, as they 
passed back to their seats, " is it then such a long 
stoiy?" 

But the curtain was already rising, and perhaps 
when they had finished grazing the knees of people 
already seated and once more gaining their places, 
Philip may have forgotten his own unanswered 
question. 

Not that he looked like one who might easily 

forget anything he had resolved either to learn or 

to do. Now, as the full light of the stage smote 

his face, you saw that though he was still in early 

manhood there was great force of will shown by 

2 



Digitized 



by Google 



18 toADW) mom 

the meeting of his lips below a moustache dark and 
scant. His hair, too, was dark, but his eyes would 
have seemed almost too light an azure if so constant 
a sparkle had not floated in them, restless as the 
speck of phosphorus on a wave. In height he 
was not just the equal of Abbott Ogilvie, but his 
frame was of nicer build. Ogilvie, somewhat lank 
of figure, had once described himself as " thrown 
together." His face, with its rather sinewy look 
and long blond moustache, had not half the youth 
in it that beamed from Philip's ; and yet, though 
well the senior of his friend, he was still never 
called old by any one but himself. 

The play Went on. When the next entraete 
came, Philip had so much to say concerning its 
story and its mode of presentation that his com- 
plete forgetfulness of Mrs. Blandthwaite seemed 
to his friend agreeably imminent. 

"After all,^' Ogilvie was thinking, "it will be 
far better if he stays away from the Rue Riche- 
panse. He's just the man she would delight in 
bringing to her feet." 

" A play that's alive with charm ! " Philip was 
meanwhile declaring. (They had not left their 
seats, this time, suspecting the intermission would 
be aiight, as it soon proved.) "And yet one in 
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which you feel as if you could hate the hero, 
Abbott — fairly loathe him ! " 

They discussed this subject a little later, when 
they had left the theatre. It was a maguificent 
autumn night, and the waters of the fountain in 
the Place du ThSdtre Franfais gave forth moony 
glitters to the large audience as it descended into 
the street. 

"Still," thought Ogilvie, " he abides blessedly 
heedless. All the better if no memory of that 
' little room in the Rue Richepanse ' to which he 
was asked should ever visit him again." 
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They struck into the Rue de Rivoli, and like all 
who either return to Paris after an absence or who 
see it for the first time, they felt the fascination of 
those numberless arcades, each bediamouded with 
light. While they stood for a moment and let 
their eyes glide along the stretch of splendid 
monotony, Philip again found a voice. 

" No, Abbott, that Olivier there in the play is 
even worse than a prig. If he had been guiltless 
himself he might even then have appeared an 
officious meddler. But he assumes the rdle of a 
moralist when he is open to great personal blame. 
How can you disagree with me ? Do you really 
disagree ? " 

Somehow Ogilvie again thought of Mrs. Bland- 
thwaite. "My dear Philip," he said, '4et us 
imagine ourselves in the same positions," 
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" What ! Each loving a woman who was — ? " 

" Ah, you mistake. Olivier no longer loved the 
Baroness, Suzanne. Perhaps he had never truly 
loved her at all. But he knew the misery that 
marriage with a woman of her sort — a woman, to 
put it baldly, who was both deceitful and impure — 
must entail upon his friend. Say that I were 
Olivier^ for example, and you were RaymondJ^ 

^*WeU?" 

" You are bent on making this unworthy woman 
your wife. I, who know her character in all its 
coldness and badness, have the choice either to see 
you fling yourself away or save you by giving 
proofs of her faultful past. Which ought I to do ? 
Ah, come, now, Philip, man to man : wouldn't it be 
my duty to save you if I could?" 

Philip stared straight before him, smiling faint- 
ly, with his head placed a little sideways. In a 
cogitative fashion he smote the knuckles of one 
hand with the cane which his other hand grasped. 

" Oh, but we'^ve been such friends a devil of a 
time, old fellow," he said, " though we hadnH met 
for months till we came face to face this evening 
at the door of the CafS Anglais. T don't see why 
you put the matter so tremendously ad Jiominem ; 
upon my word, I don't. Olivier^ you know, had 
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hardly been acquainted with this so-called tiiend 
more than a fortniglit." 

Ogilvie gave a sudden laugh and slapped Philip 
on the shoulder. *' I see, you're coming round to 
my view of the case. Let's take a look at the 
Louvre in this glorious moonlight." 

" I quite grasp the situation as you present it," 
conceded Philip, while they resumed their walk. 
"But, after all, Raymond found Suzanne in such 
infernally queer surroundings. It would have 
been only common-sense for him to surmise, in 
real life, that she was by no means " 

"Ah," broke in Ogilvie, "does a man ever give 
anything but a cold-shoulder to common-sense 
when he's lost his head for a charming woman?" 

After a silence Philip abruptly said : " You've 
been ten times more severe on the sex for the past 
few years, Abbott, than you ever were of old. 
Frankly, you sometimes have the air of a man 
who's drifted into some nasty disapi)ointQient. 
Still, forgive my suggestion. No doubt you've 
unconsciously broken more than one heart through 
indifference, but your own, no doubt, has 
always had a wise, cool head to govern it." 

"I've been human enougli, Phil, like all the 
rest of us," came Ogilvie's reply, made rather 
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lingeringly. " But I do hate a bad woman as I 
hate a snake." 

" Ah, I'm with you there. And Suzanne was a 
flint, wasn't she ? " 

" Yes — a flint shaped like a dagger, but smoth- 
ered m silk and velvet. God help tlie fellows 
who trifle with such handsome scabbards. The 
weapon slips out and stabs them before they know 
it. . . . By Jove, how L)vely the mighty old 
Louvre looks under this sublime sky I " 

They were nearing the Place du Carrousel^ now 
silent but for a few hurrying vehicles, and nearly 
vacant of any wayfarers but themselves. The 
high, full moon reigned in a heaven of almost 
greenish-tinted crystal, and off toward the ChampS" 
MysSes floated a flock of enormous white clouds, 
which seemed vaguely to reproduce, in their pallor 
and symmetry, the sculptures of the grand city 
below them. Here were two men who could feel 
the meaning of this dark, imperial structure which 
for centuries has reared itself beside the historic 
Seine. Surely nowhere does more pathos unite 
with more majesty ; and the splendor of so rare 
a night, shining down on those august roofs, made 
them seem as if almost hewn and moulded from 
reminiscence and tradition themselves. How many 



Digitized 



by Google 



24 tOADJSD LICSl. 

a moon had beamed as now on this monstrous 
palace, bristling with eflBgies of the immortal dead I 
Immortal ! ah, the word is easy to speak or write ! 
But in a little while this vaunted immortality of 
fame proves itself a lying prophet. A few centuries, 
and the crimes of Catherhie de Medicis will be as 
. much forgotten as the tears of Josephine. And 
yet we who wonder at the speed of time's ravages 
and the pettiness of all it annihilates, we, being a 
part of that pettiness, must bow with awe to the 
records of a destruction which soon will whelm 
ourselves I As Ogilvie and Philip stood in the 
centre of that superb, heaven-illumined square, 
thoughts like these may have pierced their souls. 
Of the good deeds and bad which had been done 
between yonder walls, they, although alien of race, 
were an inseparable part. Humanity has always 
this poignant though soundless voice with which 
to address us when she speaks from the relics and 
mementoes of her dead. The passion, the anguish, 
the ambition, the guilt, the cunning, the servility, 
the avarice, tlie lust, the piety — all forms of 
feeling that behind casements of these chambers 
and corridors once throve and bore fruit, were 
they not kinned with the growth and strife of 
present emotions doomed also in their own turn to 
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fade and pass ? But all memories of mortal brains 
and hearts are not thus monumentally shrined. 
Where, indeed, is there a loftier tomb, where so 
eloquent an epitaph ? The last lives proudly in 
these long galleries, where thousands throng year 
by year to read it. Assyria speaks it in her co- 
lossal bulls ; Egypt in her broken mausoleums ; 
Greece and Rome in their half-crumbling statues; 
Italy, Spain, France, Germany, Holland, in their 
priceless canvases. But these were to-night a 
viewless though scarcely less tangible presence. 
You realized that this was the treasure-house 
which contained them ; it was better to remember 
the sanctity art creates here than the acts of honor 
or shame, broad-mindedness or bigotry, truth or 
guile, which cling together in no pure aroma of 
chronicle about these ancient stones. And yet it 
was well to grasp the whole sombre and awful 
souvenir. Hidden somewhere in the gloom near 
by might be Raphael's " Belle Jardinidre," lovely 
for the chaste ideal it embodies, while there, close 
at hand, rose the Arc de Triomphe du Carrousel^ 
stern witness of Bonaparte's vanity and greed. 
But each, below this glory-shedding moon, which 
had gazed alike on the inspired face of the Italian 
and the pitiless face of the soldier-despot, wore 
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now its distinct ethic value and import. Almost 
discerned across the shadowy gardens of the 
Tuileries, another linger arch of triumph faced 
the great lamp-starred highway that led to it. . . 
"All, these triumphal piles !" murmured Ogilvie, 
breaking a silence longer than perhaps either he 
or his listener had thought to measure ; " it would 
only take a little more masonry, one can't help 
fancying, if they were turned into vaults for the 
ashes of those who raise them.'' 

" The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power," 
said Philip, in fragmentary quotation. "This 
autumn air has a chill in it, my boy, and Paris is 
full of typhoid, they say, when her leaves are 
falling. Suppose we go to my room at Meurice's 
for a glass of grog and a cigar." 

They had their refreshment served in Pliilip's 
room ; and before he had smoked three puffs of a 
cigar wliich his host had handed him, and which 
was plainly good enougli to be American, Ogilvie 
inquired : 

"By your mention of a flying trip did you 
mean tliat you'd return within a fortnight or 
so?" 

" Yes, I slipped over here for a change after my 
horrid notoriety at home." 
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" Horrid ? Why call it that, Phil ? I'm sure it 
did you great honor." 

" You should have seen some of the newspapers. 
Then the 'honor' of the* whole affair might have 
burst on you." 

" I did see some of them — here and in London. 
I read between the lines, and perceived just what 
you had done. You made your name a permanent 
reproach to the dishonest politicians of our land. 
At any future time you may be cited by probity 
when it struggles against fraud." 

A grateful flash left Philip's eyes. 

"Thanks, Abbott," he said. Florid sentences 
could not have meant more from him than just 
those two simple words. He stared at the floor a 
moment, with compressed lips. Then, raising his 
head, he suddenly threw both hands into the air 
and let them fall at his sides. 

" Good God ! " he exclaimed. " Have you any 
real idea of the mockery our government has 
become ? " 

" You told me quite a good while ago in New 
York (one night at the club just before I sailed) 
that you expected your election would soon open 
your eyes to certain things." 

** And it has opened tbem, Abbott ! You know 
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with what hopes and beliefs I went to Albany. In 
thorough frankness I had given out to my con- 
stituents, to the public at large, to everybody who 
cared a fig for my doings, that no spirit of party 
could possibly control me. I see now wliy this 
candor did not cost me the place I sought. The 
two parties I had got to des[)ise . as factions hot 
with craving for spoils had made between them a 
certain sordid * divide.' Each controlled a clear- 
seen quantity of votes in my district, and they 
agreed together, that if a non-party man like my- 
self were sent to the state -capital, a few fat minor 
municipal offices should be parcelled out at the 
coming polls. Unconscious of this base truce, I 
found myself handsomely declared a legislator in 
the next congress. My peers were, some of them, 
* gentlemen' like myself — or so, at least, I had 
every reason to credit. There was Madison Van- 
derhoff, there was Ten Eyck Varick, there was 
Houston Tremaine, all scions of our 'first families,' 
young men who had ' gone into politics,' and of 
whom the voice of the so-called upper classes could 
not speak with sufficient praise. Now, at last, 
affiwied hundreds of our honest citizens, dawned 
a new era in civic affairs. It was so fine to see 
men of clean life and pure motives pass among the 
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ranks of our rulers. True public spirit was finally 
waking from its sloth. Ah, but was it ? My dear 
Abbott, I saw it waken ! The more I studied 
Albany the more it sickened me. Look where I 
would, not a shred could I perceive of decent dis- 
interestedness. All was one savagely selfish push. 
Varick, VanderhoflF^ Treraaine, and men like that 
amazed me by their cold-blooded partisanship. 
That their political creeds had been the opposite of 
mine I could easily comprehend ; but conviction is 
one thing and integrity another. I recoiled from 
these men, these gentlemen, my friend, when I saw 
the chicaneries to which they meekly shut their 
eyes. It was all very well to say that they were 
wealthy enough to loom above the peril of bribes. 
They were neither brave enough nor honorable 
enough to resist what charity might call the pres- 
sure of party — what I call the suasion of rogues." 

" And you were^ Phil I And you did resist, to 
your golden credit ! " 

" No, Abbott ; in the first place, it isn't credit 
to do anything whose opposite would be dishonor, 
and in the second place I had no party pressure 
to resist. I was quite my own master, and meant 
to remain so." 

*' And one day you told them that." 
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" Yes. A hideous bit of turpitude there in the 
House had got plain as day to me. It will doubt- 
less be handled by future historians of our State 
scandals as the ' ventilation grab.' It concerned 
a contract for ventilating in improved fashion 
the halls and corridors of the executive buildings. 
It was a 'steal ' of the most artful and odious kind, 
and it involved a set of men who still had some sem- 
blance of fair fame to lose. They were members 
of both reigning parties, and had made with one 
another (and with a little depraved clique of com- 
mercial outsiders) the species of revolting compro- 
mise which bloomed so malignantly in soil once 
manured by Tweed and his brethren. By this time 
I had become a sort of butt for the jeers of either 
clan. But I steeled my nerves as best I could, and 
sought to rally round me a few lukewarm sup- 
porters. Through my efforts a bill of complaint was 
filed, and as a reward for my efforts I received 
several letters (in the a[)parent handwriting of 
' toughs ' and ' heelers ') threatening my life. But 
I persevered, and one day in full conclave made that 
speech of wrath and denunciation which brought 
about — what ? A general congressional resolve to 
rate me as a crank, a tilter at windmills. The 
'genilemQu '. whom I bc^vQ meutioned were loudest 
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in my dispraise. A few, a very few newspapers 
throughout our immense land boldly lauded my 
course. The rest pelted me with jeers. For the 
cause of common honesty I gained nothing, 
absolutely nothing. The committee of investiga- 
tion played a farce in three or four sittings. The 
* ventilation ' scamps got off scot-free and never 
disgorged a dime. The law-makers in collusion 
with them have no more been hurt than were others 
who waded deep, a few years ago, in the vilenesa 
of the Pacific Railroad swindles or the deviltries 
of the Credit Mobilier." 

Philip had held his cigar slanted between two 
fingers and waved it a little while he thus spoke. 
Finding now that it had gone out, he rose and 
relighted it. 

Wliile he did so, Ogilvie said : " You had a hard 
time, but, after all, it's idle to pity yourself. 
Nobody so splendidly in the right has the faintest 
reason for doing so." 

The flame of Philip's expiring match threw a 
lurid flash over him before he cast it in the grate. 
" Pity myself! " he retorted. " It's the poor thief- 
ridden republic I pity. Don't think otherwise for 
an instant." 

"Look at this republic," said Ogilvie, with a 
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sweep of one hand, as if he had some reference to 
the Ciiamber of Deputies just there across the 
Seine. " Is it very much better ? Isn't it pretty 
nearly as bad ? " 

Philip stood leaning witli one arm on the mantel 
of dappled marble surmounted by its demure Fii-st 
Empire clock. 

"All republics end in failure," he began, rather 
musingly, " and always will end so, I imagine, 
until " 

" Until," broke in Ogilvie, " those three tre- 
mendous ideas on which they're founded — liberty, 
equality and fraternity — are all completely realized. 
Liberty and equality have thus far been to a degree 
attained." 

" Have they, forsooth ! Where ? In America, 
with its Caligulas of capital and its mountebanks 
of caste ? " 

" Oho, Timon ! " protested Ogilvie, " you're out- 
side the walls of Athens, now, and begin your 
curses in good earnest." 

"So I do," replied Philip, showing his white 
teeth in a smile. "You're right to snub me for 
my raw pessimism. It's always such beastly bad 
form. Well, admit that we have something like 
liberty and equality." 
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" I said we had them to a degree," maintained 
Ogilvie. " But of fraternity, in the sense used by 
those idealists who rightly put it at the root of all 
social human happiness, we still have not more 
than the shadow of a dream. If there be any real 
promise of it, I'm often doubtful. And I confess 
that I'm never so doubtful as when I look into my 
own languors concerning my fellow-creatures. But 
until fraternity comes, until we truly widen the 
bounds of family so as to make them include the 
entire human race, all visions of proper govern- 
ment will remain void and vague. At present we 
are a broad-sweeping flat of natural indifference. 
Here and there tower from our dead-level, I admit, 
certain mountain-peaks of philanthropy, of self- 
abnegation. But these are rare, and who shall 
presume to say that they prophesy any large 
uplifting change ? " 

Pliilip nodded. " Right," he said ; " the outlook 
is dark enough to baffle the most eagle-eyed evolu- 
tionist. But this 'fraternity' of which you speak 
isn't morality, after all. I may love fair play 
toward my neighbor without loving my neighbor 
himself." 

" Surely, yes. But such 'fair play ' is all com- 
prehended, my friend, in ' liberty and equality.' 

3 
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The final demand upon us is a spiritual one. 
Christ, a dreamer of rosy humanitarian dreams, 
perceived its full exigency when He bade us love 
one another. Still, old fellow, I've talked common- 
places quite enough ; I won't drift into sentimen- 
talisms." 

" And I've talked my own grievances quite 
enough," said Philip. 

" No, you haven't. I must hear all the rest of 
the scandalous chronicle. I don't doubt you've 
lots of blood-curdling particulars ; I'll beg of you 
to unfold them at some future time. These 
French theatres release one so wildly late." Here 
Ogilvie rose as if to go, with a glance at the 
clock. " And when all is said, Phil, recollect that 
your career has by no means ended ; it's only just 
begun. You're the last man I should wish to see 
with an avenir brisS. You've an enormous amount 
to live for." 

"Has anybody that?" 

" There is raw pessimism, as you yourself have 
called it." 

" True. I apologize." 

" Will you look me up to-morrow at the BeiAX 
Mondes ? Say by three or thereabouts. We'll drive 
to the lake in the Bois — or something like that." 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOADED DICE. 36 

" Very well. But look here, Abbott, before 
you go. Why this interest iu my * career,' as 
you call it, when you've so little, apparently, in 
your own?" 

" Have I so little ? Well, yes. But you, my 
boy ! " And Ogilvie laid a hand on each of his 
friend's virile shoulders. " I've known you for 
ages; we're cousins, in a sort of complex way. 
You seem to me brimming with the best qualities. 
It isn't merely that I'm fond of you ; it's a jeal- 
ousy of the world's potential efforts to spoil you. 
Talents like yours ought to make you shine, but 
such a character as yours ought to make the light 
you shed far more than a mere cold splendor. 
And then your wealth, used as I know you mean 
to use it, Phil ! Ah, you must never disappoint 
me. Well, d demam.^^ And Ogilvie moved 
toward the door, taking up his hat from a side 
table as he went. 

" Stop, Abbott," said Philip, with a few follow- 
ing steps. " Remember this : I'm enormously 
fallible. I shall be sure not to live up to any 
handsome standard you may have erected for me." 

" I won't believe it — I should hate to believe it. 
Good-night." 

** But stay a moment," persisted Philip. " How 
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about yourself, pray? You're by no means poor ; 
you still have youth ; you ^" 

*' Oh, count me out." 

"ButlshaVt. Why should I?" With a hand 
on the door-knob Ogilvie stared at the floor a 
moment, and then suddenly lifted his head. 

" I haven't your push, your snap, your sinew. 
I was born a looker-on, and you're to be my 
Vienna. I thought you knew me, by tliis time, in 
all my masterl}' inactivity. To-morrow, while we 
drive in the Bois, I'll endeavor to make myself 
better acquainted with you." 

*' And afterward with somebody else, if you 
please," suggested Philip. 

*' Somebody else ? Whom ? " 

" Tliat Mrs. Blandthwaite. I haven't forgotten 
her invitation, and I mean to accept it." 

" Ah, you do?" said Ogilvie, stroking the little 
tuft of blond hair just below his nether lip. A 
kind of repulsion beset him, like that wrought by 
the dash of a slim blade deep into flesh. 

" Yes," declared Philip. " I must grant you that 
I was a good deal ' taken,' as they say. If you 
won't go with me I'm afraid I shall have to go 
^lone." 
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III. 



But oil the morrow, after their drive, Philip car- 
ried his point, and they went together. The Rue 
Richepanse, though so close to the spectacular 
sweep of the Place de la Concorde, is not a pretty 
street. Nor was the high-perched little apartment 
in whicli Mrs. Blandthwaite received Ogilvie and 
Philip by any means pretty. But from out its 
general tarnish and shabbiness the hostess, with 
her black stars of eyes and her beautiful white, 
sinuous hands, beamed vividly salient. Lady Ethel 
was guarding a small tea-table in one corner and 
talking to a young man who looked precisely like 
an eccentric Frenchman (vviih his forked little 
yellow beard, his low-cut collar and his short per- 
pendicular hair, hued like tow), but who turned 
out to be an Englishman instead. Ogilvie went 
over to them after greeting Mrs. Blandthwaite, 
leaving Philip at her side. He was in a mood of 
extreme chagrin ; his very salutation of the woman, 
to whom Philip was already speaking with great 
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apparent absorption, had been slight and chill as 
decent courtesy could make it. He had come here 
with his friend most reluctantly, and yet he had 
somehow preferred this plan to letting Philip come 
alone. The air seemed now heavy with danger 
for tliis gifted and exceptional young spirit. " I 
know Camilla so well," he kept telling himself; 
" she would spare no pains with one of his name 
and place. And she would count on my silence 
as on the silence of death." 

But swiftly, after such flashes of reflection, he 
would wonder if all this queer dread might not 
have sprung, a mere wayward trick of fancy, 
partly from the brilliant yet depressing play wit- 
nessed last night and partly from his own stern 
experiences in the past. Lady Ethel looked sunny 
and debonair enough to dispel the morbid vapoi*s 
from any mind not too hopelessly under their spell. 

"It was very good of you and Mr. Dwinelle to 
come so promptly," slie said, "and not delay your 
visit an age." Then she began to pour tea in a 
graceful way, while Ogilvie noted, half -unwittingly, 
her virginal and lily-like air. " And to be with 
herT^ he thought. " What does it mean? How 
has it been brought about? Poor girl, where are 
her kindred ? And wherever they may be, are they 
lunatics or simply fools?" 
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The French-looking young Englishman, whose 
name was Tottenden, proved talkative over the 
fresh cup of tea which Lady Ethel handed him. 

"I spent half to-day," he said, in efifeminate 
falsetto, "' among the book-shops of the Boulevard 
St. Michel. I always do spend a lot of time like 
that whenever I come over." 

" And you come over a good deal, don't you ? " 
said Lady Ethel. 

" Oh, not half so often as I should like ! " avowed 
Mr. Tottenden. " But I know my Paris very well 
— amazingly well. I've a lot of good friends in 
the Qwartiar Lating." 

"Have you, indeed?" murmured Ogil vie, with 
a corner of his eye on the devotional sort of curve 
made by Philip's back as he addressed Mrs. Bland- 
thwaite. " Frenchmen, I suppose ? " 

" Oh, yes. And they're good enough to treat 
me eng bong cammerad^ you know, which is ever 
so pleasant. I speak their language with great 
fluency." 

"And with the accent of the true Briton," 
quickly mused Ogil vie. " Ah, why should we 
wonder at the turbulence of that narrow channel, 
when we consider how it rolls between the French 
of Paris and the French of London ! " But aloud 
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he said, with a somewhat absent-mannered civility : 
" And you meet many congenial souls, Mi*. Tot- 
tenden, there a V autre cote de Veau?^' 

" Oh, 80 many ! Literary chaps, you know, like 
myself." 

" Ah, youWe literary, then ? " 

" Mr. Tottenden has written three novels," an- 
nounced Lady Ethel, in explanatory murmur. 

''Really?" said Ogilvie. "Published in Eng- 
land, I suppose?" 

" Yes," said Mr. Tottenden, with a pensive little 
giggle. " I wish they hadn't been ; I wish they'd 
been French, and published here. I'm a dScadenty 
you know." 

"Really?" Ogilvie replied. "And to be a 
dScadent is to be 1 " 

" Oh, bless me, don't ask ! " exclaimed the young 
gentleman, with a sweep of one hand over his 
short cut hair, which immediate!}' seemed to resent 
this treatment as if it had been an impertinence, 
and to spring upright again from the contact of liis 
passing palm. " Nobody ever understands what a 
dScadent is when you tell him. Besides, it would 
take such a great while to tell properly. But one 
thing can be said right off: It's to accept the 
Byzantium of literature instead of her Rome. It's 
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to acknowledge that all the large classic things 
and academic things have been done, and to try 
for something new, something snperlatively new. 
Something new," continued Mr. Tottenden, with a 
sudden hungry glare, " at whatever cost ! " 

" Not, I hope, at the cost of common-sense," said 
Ogilvie, with much mildness. 

" Ah," smiled the young gentleman, fingering at 
the exorbitant silken bow-knot of his necktie, " I'm 
afraid we dScadents want nothing but wwcommon 
sense. A young French poet read me such a 
wonderful piece of verse at a brasserie over in the 
Eue Vaugiraud, last night. I positively tingled at 
some of the effects he had got. His poem was 
simply full of frissongs nouveaux,^^ (And now 
Mr. Tottenden huddled his slim shoulders together 
as if one of the frissons nouveaux just mentioned 
had caught him in its sesthetic clutch.) "But a 
little while afterward I asked tlie author what the 
poem had particularly meant. He couldn't tell 
me; he didn't know. It meant everything, or 
nothing, as one chose. It meant as much as a 
sonata means — or as little; all depended upon tlie 
liearer. And this, in poetry, is decadence, Poe 
felt this. Poe was a decadent without being aware 
of it." 
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^ Which may have accounted for the bad verses 
he wrote," Ogilvie, who had critical opinions of liis 
own on litei-aiy subjects, was almost tempted to 
t observe. However, he preferred an impersonal 
attitude, just then, and allowed his instructor to 
continue : 

^^ Now in prose a dScadent must do more than 
that. He must " 

But here two English-looking gentlemen ap- 
peared, with a willowy lady in Venetian draperies 
of green plusli. The lady was also English, as her 
high, lovely voice soon evidenced, and she both 
gave Mr. Tottenden and received from him a 
rapturous greeting. 

*'I fear," said Ogilvie to Lady Ethel, "that 
we shall never learn what the dScadent must 
do in his prose. Are you sorry, or has Mr. 
Tottenden honored you by previous enlighten- 
ments?" 

Lady Ethel laughed in her silvery way. " Oh, 
we're quite new acquaintances," she said. And 
then, with one of her shy, meek glances that 
Ogilvie, for reasons of his own, had already got 
both to like and be troubled by, she added: "He 
seems very droll, doesn't he?" 

" Vastly so." 
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"We met him at Vichy. Camilla — Mrs. 
Blandthwaite — calls him a Francomaniac." 

" Ah, ail excellent name. He's a kind of retal- 
iation, I should say, for the Anglomania of the 
French — a malady which is also American, as you 
doubtless know." 

"I know very little of American people or 
thhigs," answered Laily Ethel. 

"You know — Mrs. Blandthwaite," said Ogilvie, 
and waited for a reply with more secret interest 
than his calm face betrayed. 

But no such reply came. The willowy lady 
wanted a cup of tea, and while his gentle young 
companion prepared it, Ogilvie found himself com- 
pelled, at the risk of being thought a boor, to toss 
with strangers the shuttlecock of aimless con- 
verse. 

It was a relief when Mrs. Blandthwaite at length 
drifted softly to his side, — though it was also riie 
accentuation of an inward pain. He saw Phili[»'s 
eyes following her ; then a form interposed, hiding 
them from his view, and the voice that he had 
decided, not so long ago, never willingly to hear 
again, sounded tranquil, distinct, familiar, and 
pitched in jnst the key to make its words audible 
for himself alone. 
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" Your friend, Mr. Dwinelle, is charming. What 
have you told him about me ? " 

Ogilvie looked into those strange eyes of hers, 
so black and yet so translucent, like the pure 
waters of forest-pools at the bases of shading 
rocks. 

" I've told him some of the truth — a good deal 
of it. Of course not all." 

"Of course not," she answered, with a quick, 
quiet nod. " I wasn't thinking of tlie things you're 
bound sacredly not to tell. But perhaps you didn't 
mean those, either. What I wish to know is this : 
Did you inform hiin just wlio I am?"- 

" He remembered about your divorce." 

" Ah ! That is, after you'd mentioned it? " 

" After I'd mentioned it — ^j^es. He recalled that 
you, Camilla McGee, a young girl of Philadelphia 
origin " 

" A Philadelphia nobody. Go on. There are 
so many Philadelphia somebodies, 'first families ' 
and all that kind of flummery, that it sounds 
quaint and taking to speak (doesn't it?) of a 
Philadelphia nobody." 

" — That you," proceeded Ogilvie, with his 
throaty undertone and his blond, sedate, inscrut- 
able face, '' had married, some time ago, when you 
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were still quite a young girl, an Englishman named 
Francis Blandthwaite." 

" Yes ; go on." 

" That the marriage, after three years, proved 
an unhappy oue. That having lived with your 
husband in New York during this time, you sought 
a divorce from him on grounds of infidelity. That 
he brought against you a counter-suit (or some- 
thing like it) on similar grounds, but suddenly 
died " 

"After having injured me all that lay in his 
power. Did you tell him that? " 

"He remembered, as I've just siiitl. He read 
the newspapers then, quite as he reads them now." 

"I see," replied Mrs. Blandthwaite, touching a 
big pink rose that she wore at the front of her 
dress, and taking between delicate thumb and 
forefinger one of its ethereal petals. She lifted 
her head, after having transiently drooped ir. 
" I see," she repeated. " He's aware that though 
I gained my suit there has been left a slur, a stain, 
upon me." 

" I did not state that," answered Ogilvie. 

"But you think he is aware of it?" 

" He apparently recalled the general scandal of 
your divorce." 
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^Ah . . ho has placed me, so to speak. . . 
Well?" 

" Well?" said Ogilvie, meeting her eyes full. 

" About our knowing one another; eh?" she in- 
quired. " How did you treat his questions there ? " 

" I treated them with the truth." 

" The truth ? " she echoed, starting a little. 

" Don't be alarmed," he said, very coldly. 

" Oh, Tm not alarmed. I couldn't be where you 
are concerned. You're a gentleman, I hope." 

" I'm a gentleman, I believe," answered Ogilvie. 

All this, while low-spoken, had been excessively 
swift. " Come," she said, toucliing his sleeve 
almost lightly as a bird's passing wing might brush 
it, " how much of the truth did you give him ?" 

" Oh," smiled Ogilvie (though she saw how 
weary and frigid the smile was), "you've censed 
to be a woman, Camilla; you've become an in- 
quisition. ... I informed Dwindle that you and 
I had known each other somewhat intimately in 
London, a good while ago." 

She stared at him for a few seconds, and then 
said : " It isn't a good while ago. It isn't three 
years ago." 

" It has seemed a good while to me, measured 
by regrets and memories." 
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"You won't let the past bury its dead, 
then?" 

" It can't, or will not — I don't know which. It 
simply leans on its spade and muses." 

" How poetic ! " 

" Is it ? You're the last woman on earth to in- 
spire poetry — ^at legist in me." 

" That's blunt enough, surely. There was a 
time (and not so long ago) when you wanted to 
marry me." 

" I was willing, yes, in spite of " 

" You were more than willing," she struck in, 
with a little sneer just flickering across her amiable 
lips and then dying away. '' Oh, I remember quite 
well. How could I forget that perfect June day 
when we went to Richmond and lunched there ? 
We had white Chablis for luncheon, and we walked 
on the terrace afterward. Oh, yes, though I spoke 
as plainly then as you've spoken now — though I 
told you I was a woman with a stained njime, a 
woman your people would hate to see your wife — 
you nevertlieless begged me to marry you that 
very night. ... I was a fool, and didn't," she 
added, with a sudden frost of cynicism clothing 
her modulated tones. 

** You mean," he said, " because I found you 
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out, ill less than a week afterward, in that treach- 
erous aflfair with your little Hungarian music- 
teacher? What an age it seems since the night 
that I was prevented from going here to Paris, as 
you believed I had gone, and lighted on you so 
unexpectedly in his company there at your Bolton 
Street lodgings. You confessed everything tliat 
night, Camilla. Your mannei*s had not that ' re- 
pose ' which now informs them. Were you a fool 
then also ? Perhaps at this later date you'll feel 
like replying ' yes '." 

" I was a fool, of course. I should never have 
been honest with you. It showed how much I 
cared for you, my breaking down and giving in as 
I did. So many other women would have lied." 

"You call it Mionest' ! But if you had lied I 
wouldn't have believed you." 

" Yes — ^you would have believed me. You had 
no proofs." 

" No proofs ? Has your memory ? " 

" My memory is perfect. I pride myself on it. 
No proofs, I mean, that I couldn't have lied away." 

" Ah." 

" But I didn't, and that's the definition of my 
word 'honest.' You went off; you cut loose from 
me. Soity as they say here, in the French plays. 
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• . .. Well, what made you notice me last night ? 
Will you tell me that ? " 

** You bowed to me as I passed your box, and I 
returned the bow. . . That Monsieur Duquesne, 
by the way, who was with you. Is he the im- 
mediate successor of the little Hungarian music- 
teacher, or was there an interregnum of which I 
have not even secured the faintest glimpse ? " 

Her color had somewhat failed, and there were 
tremors about her lips as she answered him, 
"You've improved your time since we last met; 
youVe become an adept at insult. . . And yet you 
concluded to pay me this visit to-day.'* 

" I came here with Dwindle .** 

She smiled sweetly and lifted her shoulders a 
little. She had grown in this instant her usual 
bland, collected self. *' I had so often heard you 
speak of him in the old days. You could never 
say enough in his praise then." 

" I admired him greatly. I do so still." 

" So do I admire him greatly.'* 

"Indeed?" 

"You didn't want him to come alone, did 
you?" she said, slowly and with a new air of 
challenge that he felt but could not have ex- 
plained. " You had a fancy that your pet, your 
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ideal, was — well, was in danger. Come, now; 
confess it." 

He was sileut a few seconds, watching her. "If 
I did have that fancy?" he admitted, with extreme 
coldness, "what then?" 

She bui-st into a merry trill of laughter. "How 
droll ! As if you could help matters ! " 

" Help matters? " he repeated, biting his lip. 

"Yes. As if you could! Tell me: are you 
afraid I shall try to marry him ? " 

He shook his head as one might do at the freak- 
ish audacity of some child. 

" It is no concern of mine what you may try to 
do." 

" Ah, it isn't? But that is not true. You may 
detest me nowadays, Abbott, but whether you do 
or not, you'd never have come to me like this if 
he hadn't insisted on coming. How I read you ! 
And you are so absurd ; most of you men are Just 
as absurd. Suppose his name, his position, his 
great wealth (for I know he's got a million or two 
— I heard it long ago from you yourself) attracted 
me into making him my husband, what on earth 
could you do to prevent such a catastrophe? " 

" What could I do?" he repeated, aghast at her 
boldness, well as he knew her of old. 
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** Yes. Just that : what cotdd you do ? " She 
rested her hand lightly on his arm, for a moment, 
doubtless knowing that if lie wished to shrink 
from her touch he could not, then and thei'e. 

** You're a man of honor," she went on, with the 
mien of saying to him some gay commonplace 
thuig, a smile that seemed to him the very quin- 
tessence of hypocrisy wreathing tlie vermeil of her 
parted lips. " You couldn't play any game against 
me with loaded dice. You would be compelled 
to. let me have my fling." She paused l^ere ; the 
smile transiently faded from her riant mouth, and it 
seemed to him that her dusky and yet crystal eyes 
grew quite rayless and opaque, as if malice had so 
clouded them. 

" And I mean to have my fling," she added, "if 
fate will let me." 

" Which is to say," he answered, " that you will 
marry Philip Dwindle if you can." 

"Yes." 

"Ah, you must indeed have great faith in what 
you call my ' hf»nor,' to speak so candidly ! " 

"I have every faith. I know you better than 
you know yourself. I am perfectly safe in my 
certainty that you will not put 3* etnvw betweoi?^ 
me and my purpose," 
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" A straw ! " he mocked. " Take care lest I put 
a stone wall." 

"You couldn't — ^you couldn't; it isn't in you. 
There's one thing you'd rather tear your tongue 
out than tell liini, and of that alone I haven't the 
slightest real fear." 

She moved gracefully away, and rejoined Philip 
Dwindle. You would liave said that she had 
merely paused before one of her guests, to deal with 
him in blithe and courteous talk. 

Ogilvie stood and watched her. A voice broke 
his revery. " Won't you have a cup of tea?" it 
said. The voice was Lady Ethel's. 

"Yes," he replied, "with you." Tea was one 
of his pet aversions. 
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IV. 



By about six o'clock everybody had gone from 
the little apartment in the Rue Richepanse except 
Mrs. Blandthwaite and Lady Ethel. 

The former flung herself into a chair and 
remained thus, with musing demeanor, until a light 
touch fell on her arm. 

"Well, Ethel?" she said, starting up though 
not rising. 

" It's getting quite dark," said a gentle voice. 
" Shall I light the candles ? " 

"Not yet, Ethel, not quite yet," she replied. 
"Come and sit here, just iu front of me. That's 
right. How pretty you look, Ethel. I've told you 
that lots of times before, haven't I?" 

"Yes ; you've been good enough." 

" Draw your chair closer, Ethel. That's right. 
Give me your hand ; what a smooth, slim hand you 
have ! It shows your old blood, doesn't it ? And 
your blood is very old. You're an earl's daughter, 
my dear, are you not ? " 
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"Yes." 

" How coldly you answer 1 Ethel, my dear, I so 
often feel sure that you don't care for me as much, 
now that we're here in Paris, as you cared there in 
Vichy and at Spa. No reply, eh? Well, light 
the candles, as you proposed." 

" Camilla, let me say " 

"Never mind. Light the candles. It is time." 

Lady Ethel, without another word of response, 
obeyed this hest. And meanwhile Mrs. Bland- 
thwaite sat quite still in her arm-chair, wondering 
if she had gone too far. 

A thought of the shrewd, wise, bitter play tliat 
she had seen last night crept hauntingly into her 
mind now. After all, that Olivier in Le Demi- 
Monde had been no less a * man of honor' than was 
Abbott Ogilvie. And what if her gauntlet of 
challenge had been flung down with a most fool- 
hardy daring ? Why, indeed, had she fronted this 
man so defiantly? Some imp of perversity had 
possessed her, she reflected. As a rule it was not 
easy to turn her head like that. And yet she had 
seen in Ogilvie the motive of tutelage, of protec- 
tion, as regarded his friend. This discovery fed 
in her a scornful wrath. Still, had her course 
Ijew recklessly imprudent? Wj^s eh^ not 9afQ 
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in showing lier hand ? Did there not rest on the 
lips of her old adorer a seal of silence which no 
tempting force could ever induce him to break ? 

Philip Dwinelle might prove just the means of 
self-help, of rehabilitation, that for months she had 
craved. She had got into the habit, lately, of 
demanding costs and damages from destiny — as 
though this vague agency were some hard foe that 
had caught her by the throat and stung her with 
wanton lash-strokes besides. For just such a 
ladder as Philip she had waited, feeling it her 
right, and now, most probably, the ladder was 
here at her hand. She had already counted its 
rungs. They would lead higher than she had ever 
climbed hitherto. She perceived, nowadays, just 
as clever women like herself in the midst of care- 
less follies have often had brains enough to per- 
ceive heretofore, the saving policy of reformation* 
In those dull early days of her Philadelphia girl- 
hood she had known the world so ill. She knew 
it now — what baubles of fleeting guerdon it gave 
for heresy shown its creeds and codes. There 
was ample time left to tickle the palate of am- 
bition. There was a good deal of youth left, and 
that meant so much. Once she had not been half 
as cold-blooded as now. She had been wholly the 
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reverse, for that matter. Life liad seemed to her 
a kind of feast where unless one ate with greed of 
the viands one ran a risk of hungry pangs when 
Old Age, that inflexible footman, came to an- 
nounce the carriages of the guests. Latterly she 
had begun to assure herself that gluttony of 
banqueting brought with it too surely the remorse 
of surfeit. On a certain day, not long ago, Ca- 
milla Blandthwaite had taken a good survey of her 
probable future and reached the conviction* tliat 
its course slanted from bloomy garden into mirky 
bog. " If I'd had more education than the little 
I've been apt enough to pick up as best I could," 
she meditated, " the silliness of fighting society 
would have struck me when I was eighteen. Now, 
although considerably more than eighteen, I'm 
still young. No more fighting society; hence- 
.forth I'm its deferential slave. In eight years, at 
the pace I've been going since my divorce, I would 
have ended by feeling grateful if there were five 
decent women who hadn't cut me. Now for the 
effort to make my bow sought instead of tolerated. 
It would be different if Francis Blandthwaite 
hadn't died ; it would be different if that three 
thousand dollars a year hadn't fallen to me like a 
star out of heaven from the dead Californian 
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uncle I never saw but twice. Now, as my case 
stands, I'm equipped for conquest. A long good- 
bye to the irrational ; it's wine that sparkles above 
a to-morrow of headache; I'll drink no more of 
it. Henceforth I prefer mild draughts of tea in 
drawing-rooms patrician. Conventionality may 
be an old crone that maunders in her talk and 
keeps early hours; but at least she avoids the 
vulgarity of extremes. What avails it if one shall 
win the whole world and lose respectability ? Ah, 
there comes a time when the wrinkles begin their 
crafty work round the eyes, at the corners of the 
lips. Then it's so pleasant to think that though 
youth and good looks may lose their spells over 
your lovers, a precious little talisman called 
* position' may have power to bring even Mrs. 
Grundy herself furbelowed and feathered through 
your doorway." 

At Vichy, this year, she had both dressed and 
behaved with great tact and repose. There were 
a few Americans at the place, and among them was 
a New York lady who had known her somewhat 
well in the past. But now, when they met, Mrs. 
Applegate had no salute. "I really can't, you 
know," she explained to a friend. " There is my 
Carrie just coming out ; I owe it to her ! The 
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woman was most offensively talked about. You 
see, it was no ordinary divorce. Se brought 
against her the most horrid counter-accusations." 

"But they were never proved, were they?" 
said Mrs. Applegate's friend. 

" Don't you remember, my dear Lydia ? Her 
husband died during the legal delay. It was 
the only thing, they say, that saved her from 
absolute disgrace." 

" But she appears very quiet and proper now." 

" Oh, yes. And yet there's that Austrian 
prince, my dear. Do you suppose her relations 
with liim are as quiet and proper as they seem ? 
I hope I'm a Christian," continued Mrs. Apple- 
gate ; " I strive to think and speak as one. I cast 
no stones at the fallen, not /. Perhaps we'd better 
talk of something else. Have you noticed the 
way that little Bedlow girl from Boston purrs and 
frisks if a man looks at her? Bad blood, my 
dear. I know all about her mother, who caused 
such a horrid scandal in 1866. You haven't heard 
of it? Why, you amaze me ! " 

But Camilla Blandthwaite was really holding 
the Austrian prince at a very decorous distance. 
For all his high lineage and reputed wealth, she 
didn't like his manners. He was not a gentleman, 
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and he bored her by his total lack of brains. Be- 
sides, she had a fancy to marry a man of her own 
people. Nob very long since she had sworn to 
shake the dust of New York forever from her feet. 
Now that mood had passed. She thought how 
pleasant and how triumphant would be the sensa- 
tion of going b;ick to the big transatlantic town 
where they had once to a certain degree "dropped" 
her, and forcing from them not merely notice but 
homage as well. Tlien, too, she had grown some- 
what tired of Europe. A sort of home-sickness 
had come upon her of late, which at first she had 
flouted as trifling, like some feeble twinge of neu- 
ralgia, but which afterward she had yielded to 
and almost morbidly petted. At the root of this 
change, no doubt, hiy the desire to wring defer- 
ence from those who had stung her by their dis- 
dain. Oversea was the battlefield of her defeat ; 
oversea stretched her yearning for the kind of 
victory that should brightly blot it out. 

Lady Ethel Trefusis had represented to her a turn 
of the tide filled with halcyon omen. The girl had 
come to Vichy in a forlorn frame of mind, with 
her stepmother, the Countess of Clandare. Her 
father, the late Earl, had made, when past sixty, 
the sort of marriage that sent a shudder through 
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his entire county. Lady Ethel, his only child, 
found herself left, on his death, in the constant 
company of a raw North-country woman, an ex- 
housekeeper, no less coai^se in her tyrannies than 
her syntax. Scarcely had her husband breathed 
his last when Lady Clandare droi»ped all kind 
treatment as indifferently as though it had been 
one of her h's, and the poor girl, gently reared 
and finelycultured, found herself tied to a brazen 
termagant. Her position had for more than a year 
been horrible. The title had passed to a distant 
cousin, with whose family her father had long ago 
had the bitterest of quarrels. To the dowager 
Countess had gone but a few hundred pounds a 
year, and to hei-self nothing. She had an aunt 
who had married an Italian nobleman, and was 
living with brilliancy in Rome. But the Princess, 
old, avaricious and intensely selfish, answered with 
so much coldness her letter of appeal that Lady 
Ethel never noticed her repelling lines. At Vichy 
she had grown to fear personal violence from her 
step-mother, who was not always sober, and who 
loved while in her cups to fling ribaldries broad- 
cast. There was never a more innocent and guile- 
less young English girl than Ethel Trefusis. 
Camilla sq.w this at a glance, and saw with almost 
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equal speed the misery that stung her. These two 
women had not known each other much longer 
than three days before Lady Ethel had poured into 
Mi's. Blandthwaite's ears the full tale of her woes. 
Camilla listened, felt really thrilled by compassion, 
and then allowed policy to spread itself over emo- 
tion like a film of hoar-frost over a garden of 
bloom. 

Would it pay to offer this unhappy girl a refuge, 
a home? Why not? She was Lady Ethel Tre- 
fusis, an earl's daughter; that point admitted of 
no earthly doubt. And what a point it would 
prove in her own future New York compaign ! 
Ah, she knew that crowd of parvenus, with its 
sprinkling of Knickerbockers, — knew them but too 
searchingly well. The Knickerbockers, with its 
droll assumption of being " old families," were half 
the time less sure of themselves, more anxious 
about their status, their social dignity, than were 
the parvenus. And to go back home in the com- 
panionship of a genuine young English aristocrat — 
what prestige might result from the enterprise! 
How farcical grew most alleged republican prin- 
ciples when put to a test like that ! 

Lady Cbindare proved willing enough to let her 
step-daughter <juit Vichy with Camilla. Indeed, 
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hardly any leave was asked of this unpleasant 
peeress. Lady Ethel, desperate, enchanted by the 
gracious ways of her new-found friend, was ill 
aware of the real seriousness of her step when slie 
made what could almost be called a flight, one 
evening, from loathed environments. She departed 
with Camilla in the firm belief that they would 
both soon sail for America, and that there, having 
suppressed lier title and become known merely as 
Miss Trefusis, she would find means, ample and 
handsome means, of self-support as a children's 
governess. 

Camilla secretly smiled at the girl's credulity. 
But she fed it with serene deceit. They went to 
Spa for a fortnight, and afterwards to those eco- 
nomic apartments in the Rue Richepanse. It was 
at Spa that Monsieur Duquesne first dawned on 
Lady Ethel's knowledge. She was too ignorant 
of the world's ways to dislike this burly reddish- 
blond personage from any real suspicion of his 
antecedents, but physically he affected her with a 
strange repulsion. Meanwhile, too, her fondness 
for Camilla had undergone a swift though radical 
change. Here was by no means the pure-minded 
and disinterested benefactress whom she had so 
trusted and admired a brief while ago. In 
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the place of that treasured image rose another, 
wrought, so to speak, of mottled rather than 
stainless marble. Mrs. Blandthwaite had let fall 
a mask; it was not alarmingly different from the 
face beneath it, but the reality suffered from the 
disguise. What meant these new and mundane 
turns of thought, these little wliite lies told to ac- 
quaintances or servants, this plain though stealthy 
vanity about looks %nd costume, these glimpses of 
spite and even hatred toward fellow-creatures more 
prosperously placed? 

"I'm afraid that your goodness to me is a 
greater tax on your purse than you thought to find 
it," Lady Ethel said timidly, one day at Spa. 

Camilla frowned, and the frown was already not 
quite an unfamiliar effect for her observer. 

" Why, what do you mean, Ethel ? " she asked, 
with the least acid hint in her tones. " Have I 
ever given you to understand that I am a rich 
woman ? Far fjom it. I have to make my way 
as discreetly as I can. You're such a child, my 
dear. You don't realize what it costs to live and 
to dress with ordinary decency." 

These words (like other similar ones, of late) 
rang coldly and disappointingly for Lady Ethel. 
They did not seem spoken by the same lips that 



Digitized 



by Google 



64 LOADED DICE. 

had delivered at Vichy such unworldly views 
on life and its larger aims. The girl replied, 
however, with slight sign of how they jarred upon 
her: 

" I shall soon hope to repay all your kindness. 
Once in New York, with a handsome little income 
assured to me, it will prove so grateful to show 
you that I am gi-atef ul ! " 

Camilla smiled to herself,* at this, in furtive 
relish. How juvenile it sounded I And then how 
little the artless young speaker perceived her own 
fixed resolve to make thin air of that " governess 
idea " when Western shores were touched on 1 
In the meantime it would be just as well to keep 
the deception up. This gentle English maiden 
was so absurdly easy to deceive. 

But a little later, while they were still at Spa, 
Lady Ethel shocked her by the disclosure of a most 
unforeseen acumen. Monsieur Duquesne had 
arrived, one afternoon, and in their French con- 
versations with each other Mrs. Blandthwaite re- 
vealed a carelessness which she afterward had 
strong reason to regret. Trusting to what she 
believed Lady Ethel's limited knowledge of the 
French tongue, she spoke somewhat unreservedly 
before the girl, who comprehended far more than 
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half of what was passing between herself and 
Duquesne. 

" You seem out of sorts, Ethel," she suddenly said, 
two or three mornings after Duquesne's arrival. 
" I would have called you distraite^^^ she added 
lightly, "but then I remember how your country- 
folk always prefer their native idiom." 

"I could have understood you very well if you 
had used the latter word," said Lady Ethel, with 
a sad kind of demureness. 

Camilla started a little, then broke into a laugh 
tinged by banter. 

" Oh, yes," she returned, using a touch of irony 
more playful than vicious, " I shouldn't forget, ray 
dear, that you intend to comprise French among 
your accomplishments as a governess when we 
reach New York." 

The color deepened in her listener's delicate- 
tinted face. " I expect to teach that language," 
she said, with a most serious accent. "Why not? 
I know it rather thoroughly — its rules of grammar, 
I mean, its phrases, and all that. And I do not 
speak it so ill, either ; my chief trouble is in catch- 
ing every word when any one speaks it as rapidly 
as does Monsieur Duquesne." 

" Ah ? " murmured Camilla, arching a trifle 
5 
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more distinctly the brows whose natural arch had 
Iielped later to win Philip Dwindle almost at 
sight. 

" I have very little trouble in understanding 
you," pursued Lady Ethel. " I know, for instance, 
that you have taken money — three thousand francs 
— from this friend of yours. And you must let 
me add tliat your having done so has astonished 
me greatly, because you told me, on the evening 
of Monsieur Duquesne's arrival here at Spa, that 
he was simply an ordinary acquaintance." 

Camilla gnawed her underlip for a moment. 
"Did I tell you that?" she presently replied. 
" Well, in a way it was quite true." 

^'In a way it was true ? " echoed Lady Ethel, 
with a spot of vivid rose, now, on either cheek. 
" Oh, Camilla, how can anything of that sort be 
only true in a way? You are or you are not 
engaged to marry this man. Even if you are, to 
take money from him — to borrow money from him, 
if you please — is a strange proceeding. But if you 
are not engaged to marry him " 

" Ethel," broke in Mrs. BLmdthwaite, who had 
thus far been seated, but who now quickly rose, 
"you merely show me once again what a com- 
plete child you are ! " 
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But Lady Ethel shook her head with sudd-en 
defiance at this reproachful bit of patronage. Her 
virginal gentleness liad all vanished, and a calm 
yet firm self-assertion had replaced it as she now 
said: 

" No, no. That will not do. I'm tired of hear- 
ing myself called ' childish.' It is no answer — no 
fitting answer — and you know it. Perhaps you 
will refuse to give me a better one, or perhaps you 
will think I've no right to require one.. Very 
well ; as you please. I can go back to my own 
people. There's an old cousin of mine (remote, 
but still a kind of cousin) who lives in Kent. She 
is poor, but she will take me in till I can find some 
means of helping myself. I'll go to her at once if 
you force me. Now, make your own choice." 

Camilla Blandthwaite looked at the simple girl 
who had thus spoken, and dropped her gaze before 
that of the clear-blue arraigning eyes which con- 
fronted hers. 

She had all kinds of clever arts to deal with 
minds and motives that were subtle and tactful iv.^ 
her own. But this fearless and candid protect 
from a spirit chaste as morning and conscious of 
its right to suspect and accuse, dazed her like the 
dart of a bulleS 
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Still, she soon recovered herself. To meet this 
rebellion with wrath, she quickly reflected, would 
be folly extreme. She met it with conciliation, and 
told Lady Ethel almost the exact truth, because all 
tactics of parrying falsehood were just then useless. 

" Julien Duquesne," she said, " was presented to 
me about six months ago. I lived then in London ; 
I had lodgings therein Great Titchfield Street, not 
a very smart quarter, as the Londoners would say, 
and yet close to Regent Street and the grey dignity 
of the Langhaiu Hotel. The man who brought 
him to me was a mere acquaintance, and Monsieur 
Duquesne was represented to me as an amusing 
adept at legerdemain. Amusing he certainly 
proved. His tricks were of a different sort, all 
in all, from those that one usually sees. He 
smilingly asked my permission, for examjJe, to 
pick my pocket. Three or four friends looked on 
while he attempted to rob me, without my knowl- 
edge, of a little purse containing three sovereigns. 
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He performed this feat with so wondrous a skill 
that I and the four or five people about me were 
simply bewildered by his success. Of course I had 
told him just where the purse was — in a side-pocket 
of my gown, whose precise location I disclosed. Of 
course, too, we all knew that his rapid flow of talk 
and lightning-like series of gestures were employed 
as a cloak to the act he designed. After he had 
finished astounding us, he gave me a fresh surprise. 
I discovered, during a chat with him, that he was 
mentally bright and attractive. His gift, as I 
already had learned, was not professionally used. 
Though a Frenchman by birth, he is connected 
with a large banking-house in Berlin. These 
statements he made me, and I have never heard 
them contradicted. Afterward we became friends, 
though without the least shadow between us of 
undue familiarity. If he feels for me any pro- 
nounced admiration, Ethel (and I must frankly 
tell you that I believe he does), such tribute is 
entirely his own affair. He came here to Spa 
because he learned at Vichy; more or less accident- 
ally, that I had changed my summer abode. If, as 
you probably surmise, the man is in love with me, 
I don't see how I can blame him for being so, 
since any such sentiment on his part (hopeless 
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absolutely with respect to my present and future 
treatment of it) has never departed from terms of 
tlie truest respect." 

Here Camilla paused, and here, as her auditor's 
earnest face made her acutely feel, the verity of 
her account must either wholly cease or lapse into 
florid falsehood. She chose the latter course. 

There was a wistful yet hardy demand in Lady 
Ethel's look that could not be tampered with. 

*• As for the money that you mention," she pro- 
ceeded, her voice growing hurt and sorrowful, " it 
was a loan and nothing more. Ah, Ethel, you will 
say that I should not accept a loan from this man. 
Granted that you are completely right. But why, 
after all, blame me? I am friendless here abroad. 
In a little while, after I have got back to New 
York, I shall be paid certain sums by my solicitors 
there (or lawyers, as we Americans say) which 
will enable me to return Julien Duquesne every 
franc I have borrowed." 

Lady Ethel's regrets and apologies now ensued, 
but they were not half so ardent as their recipient 
desired. A kind of reconciliation took place, and 
yet it was one that left with Camilla strong tinges 
of chagrin. 

*' IIow lukewarm the girl seems," ran her mus- 
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ings. " I've only half convinced her — if even that. 
And yet she's worth convincing totally. I don't 
mean to lose her now — I can't afford it — I can't 
afford it." 

The real truth was a more subtle affair than this 
blunt treatment of it would imply. To Lady 
Ethel had come that sweet and wise clairvoyance 
which a good woman, however inexperienced, will 
so often feel in the presence of one who has tam- 
pered with principle. Thin as a film of autumn 
haze and quite as intangible, this change clad every 
action, every sentence of the girl whom Camilla 
had believed that for months or years to come she 
could retain in the r81e of a sort of servitor. But 
it now seemed that such power of tenure threatened 
to prove extremely frail. What if it were strength- 
ened ? And what if it were so strengthened by a 
means at once daring and disloyal ? 

To regain her lost foothold in the world which 
had placidly looked on while it slipped away from 
her, Camilla would have done far more dishonest 
things than while heedless of that world's ban or 
plaudit. Self-interest had ossified her ; the intem- 
perance and abandonment which mean a surrender 
of self had before worked an opposite effect. In 
pulling hei-self together Camilla had contracted 
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certain amplitudes of her nature whose compres- 
sion went much more fitly with later needs and 
schemes. Not long ago it would have seemed most 
unpalatably cruel to plot against the peace of so 
fine a spirit as Ethel Trefusis. But thie next time 
she talked with Julien Duquesne marked the be- 
ginning of this attempt ; and then, it may be added, 
she was cautious to make their confab securely 
private. 

" You are going to Paris soon ? " he had asked 
of her, while they strolled about the hotel-grounds 
at twilight; and she had answered, "I shall go, I 
think, in two days." 

" And may I go with you ? " he inquired, a note 
of pleading in his voice that no woman except her- 
self had ever before heard there. 

" No ; I think it best that you should leave here 
to-morrow," she returned, with a chill stare past 
his vigilant face. 

" To-morrow ! " he faltered. 

"I don't wish people to talk, and there are 
several Americans here. Besides, that girl — Lady 
Ethel, you know " 

" Well ! " he questioned as she paused. " Per- 
haps you're going to tell me that she doesn't like 
me. But I saw it five minutes after we had met. 
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She divines, no doubt, that I think her a fool. I 
detest women who are fools, and so many English- 
women are." 

'* Lady Ethel isn't a fool," said Camilla, "and I 
wasn't going to tell you that she dislikes you — 
though, frankly, I dare say she does. No ; not that. 
The girl has found out I've taken money from you." 

"Ah." 

"She thinks it dreadful, — just as it is. I've 
smoothed her ruffled plumes, as well as I could. 
I've lied to her a little ; I had to. But the bond 
that holds us together has grown a sadly brittle 
one. I wish it were stronger. I want it to be 
much stronger than it is. — Do you know," she 
added loiteringly, and not looking at him, " I be- 
lieve you could help me there — help me, I mean, 
so that I could hold her tightly when I get back 
to New York, and use her among the swells there, 
to work my own way? " 

He nodded. He was the genie of her lamp, and 
she knew it. To do her bidding was delight for 
him, since the thought of putting her more in his 
debt always fed a hope which she did not starve 
but kept shrewdly on half-diet. For some time 
she had been used to speak to him, in just such 
candid terms as these, of her motives and purposes. 
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*' How could I help you ? " he inquired, shaking 
his head as if he could not, for the life of him, con- 
ceive how. 

They walked onward for a little wliile in silence. 
A bat wheeled in headlong parabolas against the 
topaz blank of sky left by the sunken sun. 

"You could compromise her," said Camilla 
Blandthwaite, slowly and with much hardness. 

" Oh, I see. I didn't think " 

" You didn't think that I could be mean enough 
to wish such a thing ? " 

" Your wishes are my commands,", he murmured, 
laying two of his large, plump fingers on her slim 
wrist. She instantly brushed away this rather 
vague caress, but her manner, while they continued 
their stroll, was not otherwise unkind. 

Duquesne accompanied herself and Lady Ethel 
to Paris. With his assistance they procured the 
apartments which they now occupied in the Rue 
Richepanse. " But these lodgings are not nice 
enough for you," he said, just before Camilla had 
closed with the concierge at certain very reason- 
able terms. 

She silenced him with a little cautioning look ; 
but aftei-wards, when they were sure of not being 
overheard by Lady Ethel, she said to him : 
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" These rooms are in much better taste for any 
woman with a purse like mine than if I blossomed 
out au second on the Champs ElysSes^ 

" That is what I should like you to do," returned 
Diiquesne, his eyes fondly kindling above the big 
orange moustache at which with one hand he gave 
an impatient sidelong tug. Then he drooped his 
large body forward while seated at her side, let- 
ting a heavy arm rest on a heavy knee. And 
while preserving this posture, which breathed a 
distinct devotion, he pursued : " You were made to 
be bowed to by footmen in throngs — and their bet- 
ters as well. I should have you wear two fresh 
gowns every day, if I had my will." 

She laughed. " You'd ruin yourself if younvere 
my 

" Your husband ?" 

" No, I didn't say that." 

" But I hope you meant it." 

"Meant that you might be ruined?" 

" As your husband, I'd consent to be ruined 
fifty times over." 

" Ah, in such a part I should dislike you dread- 
fully." 

" As your husband, you mean ? " 
. *'As my ruined husband," she corrected, lift- 
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ing 'her hand with a little gesture daintily im 
perious. 

*^Then you would not dislike ?"he began, 

with heat. But she restrained him by a comujan- 
dant toss of the head. 

"Never mind what I sliould like or dislike, in 
that connection," she said frigidly. At once her 
voice softened as she resumed : " I have to thank 
you so mucli for your goi^dness. Having over- 
spent, for the next month or two, what small in- 
come I possess, it has deeply aided me." 

"You call it goodness. Tliat sounds like aveiy 
cold word, considering how — how much more it 
means to me." 

She started faintly, and lifted her shoulders a 
little. " How much more does it mean ? " she in- 
quired, wheeling round toyv^ard him and facing him 
full. " I hope, Julien Duquesne, that it doesn't 
mean — embarrassment." 

"Embarrassment?" he repeated, with a short 
sigh as of exasperation. " Have I ever mentioned 
that? Have I ever even hinted it ? " 

" You've told me that you are not a rich man," 
she replied, with curt gravity. 

" M— m— yes. What then ? " 

*' What then ? " she coolly shot back, and let her 
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hand fall on his arm, though at once removing it. 
" Come, my friend, how do you make this money 
that you're so willing to lend me — or, to give me, 
if you like that better? " 

He played with his watch-chain for a mo- 
ment. "I'm connected with that banking-house 
in Berlin." 

" But not, you've said, as a superior, a partner. 
Remember, I quote your own words." 

" Right." 

" Well, then. How is it you can take these long 
holidays, being but a subordinate ? " 

He smiled, lifting both hands and waving them. 
" Oh, they let me get away. Besides, I've a pri- 
vate fortune." 

" Ah, really ? " she said, and he caught a sarcas- 
tic echo in her speech. But she did not choose to 
question him further. She had not the least moral 
concern with his way of getting his money or not 
getting it. All that she wanted to be sure of — 
to be quite safely sure of — was his entire incapacity 
as regarded any future harm of herself. He had 
already detected in her this desire, and it pierced 
him with a novel pain. These two human beings 
were placed, each toward each, in an odd kind of 
juxtaposition. Julien Duquesne had hitherto been 
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a bad man, reckless of his own misdeeds. What 
in other men might have stood for sentiment had 
stood for him as a feeling grossly lower. In easy 
coincidence with his moral outlook, sensualism 
and dishonesty had gone together. He had met 
Camilla, and for the first time in his life he had 
comprehended that the sexual passion has two sides 
— one debasing and earthy, the other elevating 
and spiritual. For the first time, in higher mean- 
ings of that word, he loved ; for the first time he 
was confronted by a real human passion, not a mere 
vulgar appetite. For love, though inseparably 
ruler of the senses, reigns a restless king till he 
has swayed the soul as well. Duquesne, man of 
pleasure that he was, felb this as he found that his 
longing to make Camilla his own took incessantly 
and almost against his will the form of a self-sacri- 
ficing wish to help her, serve her, protect her from 
harm. He had never cared in this way for any 
woman before. There were times when he had 
the impulse to pour upon his own head the vials of 
a pitiless ironv. But he did not ; he simply mar- 
velled at this new psychic event, happening amid 
the coarseness ^nd sordidness of his days, incon- 
gruous as would seem some gold-and-rose sunset 
above a field of arid stubble. 
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With Camilla it was i-adically opposite. She had 
bid good-bye to that very sort of self-intoxication 
into which he had plunged. With her the gold- 
and-rose sky had faded, and there were cold, slaty 
clouds oyer a garden full of statues and terraces. 
The garden itself should soon go; she meant to 
have it parcelled out in building-lots and get a good 
round price for each— get the price, too, in Ameri- 
can dollars. . . . And so these two beings faced one 
another, half realizing the difference that mentally 
sundered them and wholly obeying the will of that 
huge unconscious force by which we wound the 
vanity of so many mortals if we say of it that it 
drives us as the herdsman drives his flock. 

One evening, after they had been a few more 
days in the Rue Richepanse, Camilla said to Lady 
Ethel : " To-night, you know, is my dinner with 
those Babbages whom I had met at Vichy before 
you came." 

" Yes," was the answer. " And they asked you 
to dine with them, did they not, when you met 
them the other day in the Louvre ? I recollect 
perfectly you didn't like them, did you ? An Amer- 
ican mamma and two daughters. You thought 
them common, and indeed they seemed so, with 
tlieir shrill voices and their flashy costumes. Yet 
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you agreed to dine at their apartments. Why did 
you not refuse ? " 

" My dear Ethel ! These Babbages are common 
now, but they will not be in a year or two. They 
have a great lot of money, and they are not going 
to live in their native Chicago when they return to 
America ; they are going to storm New York. 
Socially, I mean, of course. And socially, too, 
they are beginning to look about them. I'll give 
them three years, at the most." 

" How three years ? " queried Lady Ethel. " In 
that time they will be ? " 

" Received everywhere. New York admits into 
society any millionaire who is willing to acquire a 
varnish of good manners and to lavish thousands 
a year upon feasts where it can congregate. The 
Babbages will do both. Their manners are yet in 
embryo, but they are three women, and American 
women are wonderful in their quickness to learn 
breeding. This year it will be sneeringly said, 
'Ah, do you know the Babbages?' Next year it 
will be said, much less sneeringly, ' The Babbages 
are getting to places.' But the year after it will 
be said : ' How delightful the Babbages are, and 
what a pleasure to meet them wherever one goes ! ' 
That, my dear, is New York society. And as I 
expect to go back into it by next November, I 
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don't see why I should make foes of the Babbages 
instead of friends. . . . There ! you've got that 
sad, pained look. You think me hideously politic 
and cold-blooded, don't you ? " 

•* I — I think you very — very circumspect," re- 
plied Lady Ethel, biting her lips a little, while the 
blue shine of her eyes turned ruminative. 

" One must be circumspect," said Camilla, with 
a hard gayety in her voice and air. 

"You mean, in New York." 

"No, my innocent— in all places under the sun. 
Perhaps there especially, though." 

"But you've told me that New York is so large 
a town," gently protested Lady Ethel. " It should 
contain so many charming, cultivated, kind-hearted 
people, quite different to these mere seekers after 
silly and pretentious enjoyments." 

"It does. But they're scattered, they're not 
centralized. There's a sort of so-called intellectual 
society, and it's full of the sweetest women and 
the most attractive men." 

" No, really ? " said Lady Ethel, with her silvery 
intonation and English phrase. " I should like to 
go among these. I shouldn't care a bit for the 
Seven Hundred. . . . Wasn't that what you once 
called those fashionable triflers?" 

6 
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"The Four Huiuhed," corrected Camilla, wit 
that broad unfeeling smile with which we Amer 
cans nearly always hail any local error on the pa: 
of foreigners. 

" Yes ; it was four and not seven, was it not 
And why, then, are the nicer folk not include 
in this Four Hundred ? Would they not mak 
matters pleasanter for it if they were ? Do the; 
refuse to mingle with it, or are they refused en 
trance into it, or. . . . ? " 

" My dear girl, they are people with small in- 
comes, people who work for their living, people 
who do not possess the one needed passport — 
money." 

" But if they possessed this passport," persisted 
Lady Ethel, " do you think that they would all 
use it so idly ? Don't you believe that many of 
tliem would prefer not to go where mere money is 
the one means of securing admission ? " 

" No," replied Camilla, after a slight pause. 
"The moment they had money enough to give 
them ease and freedom from the irk and fret of 
self-support they would try to. . . ." She shrugged 
her shoulders, and her listener exclaimed — 

" To get into this Four Hundred? You don't 
mean it 1 " 
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" Oh, yes, I do. To get in themselves, or to get 
their sons and daughtei-s in, which is the same 
thing. . . But I wanted to speak of something 
else," she broke off, " M. Duquesne is coming here 
to-night. You'll be alone, Ethel, but you must 
receive him, my dear." 

"Oh, no," was the reply, given with a little 
quick recoil. "If you're not at home, I'd rather 
not receive him alone." 

But it proved easy, as Camilla knew it would 
prove, to convince her companion that any such 
course would bear a most discourteous flavor. 

"I've forgotten his address, Ethel, and so can't 
warn him not to come, as I should have done when 
I saw him yesterday. It will be another of these 
lovely autumn nights, and perhaps he'll take you 
on the boulevards for a little stroll. You said, you 
know, that you would adore the chance of going 
there." 

"So I did," replied Ethel; "but not with him." 

" Why do you dislike him so, my dear ? He 
admires you greatly, and is such a thorough gentle- 
man." 

"Do you think so?" murmured the girl. "I 
somehow can't." 

" Ah, you make him see it. I wish you wouldn't, 
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for my sake. It renders matters so awkward for 
me. But possibly you're indifferent to that 
result." 

"No, no, I am not," denied Lady Ethel, coloring 
penitently. 

" Well, then, pray receive him when he calls, 
even if you do shrink with horror from the idea of 
letting him show you how gay and brilliant the 
town is at night — say from the Place de la Made- 
leine, just here at our elbow, to the end of the 
Boulevard des Italieus." 
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VI. 

But, as it turned out, Lady Ethel took that pre- 
arranged stroll, after all. Julien Duquesne affected 
extreme surprise to find Mrs. Blandthwaite not at 
home. Then, with wliat struck his observer as a 
deference equally supple and felicitous, he made 
his new hostess the object of his entire heed. He 
talked to her praisingly yet without fulsome com- 
pliment of her correct and scholar-like French ; he 
assured her that to speak with perfect fluency she 
needed but a few weeks of daily practice; and 
when she began to declare herself enraptured by 
recent visits to tlie SStel de Cluny and the Sainte 
CAapeZZe, he suggested other little trips of a like 
sort, with glib and lucid statements how best she 
could take them. 

Lonely and despondent to-night, Lady Ethel had 
never liked this man so much as she liked him 
now. Not that she felt herself really won by him. 
She hud always found it impossible to care for 
people whom she did not trust, and from the first 
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she had doubted Duquesne. With Camilla it had 
been different ; there perfect confidence and affec- 
tion had been succeeded by suspicion and dismay. 
Lately there had come to this disappointed and 
frightened girl a sense as of breaking props and 
falling timbei-s. To look more closely into the 
character of the woman whose friendship she 
treasured as priceless but a little while ago, had 
been to draw back startled, almost shuddering. 
" Perhaps I'm hungering after the impossible," she 
had recently mused. " And yet I remember my 
own dear dead mother ! That memory saves me 
from the conviction that there are no people in the 
world who can stand all tests, who can face every 
evil lure." 

She did not know, poor girl, what the standing 
of all tests or the facing of every evil lure actually 
meant. But she had formed, on these points, crude 
and juvenile ideas which the somewhat vague 
clash and jar of the world into which Camilla 
had brought her accentuated while they misled. 

Duquesne seemed to her a part of this world, 
though neither a comprehensible nor attractive 
part. And yet his talk about the jollity and 
fascination of Paris pricked her interest and 
captivated her imaginatioa. 
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"Are there so mani/ bright-lit theatres ?" she 
presently said. " Is there so much to see at the 
doors of the cqfSs ? Is it so very exhilarating to 
one if one walks abroad?" As she thus spoke 
she was thinking of what Camilla had told her 
about Duquesne's probable willingness to take lier 
for a walk on the boulevards; and soon, as it 
seemed to her in a flash, he had proposed such an 
expedition and she had consented. 

Her youth, her natural yearning for light and 
festivity, had so soon conquered with her that she 
had quitted the Rue Richepanse with a hand in 
Duquesne's brawny arm, almost before a full con- 
cept of the acquiescence and the departure had 
entered her flurried mind. 

They were on the boulevards in the briefest 
time. And how delightful to her these thorough- 
fares proved ! What joy to move in this buoyant 
and volatile throng ! She had never been in 
London except for a few days of childhood ; neither 
its immensity nor its dignity had then struck her 
in the least. Paris now struck her as immense, if 
by no means dignified. They passed the Grand 
H8tel, with its huge globes of electric light ; the 
Op^ra, with its dim golden angels rearing from the 
roofs their skyward wings; the swarms of men and 
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women seated at little tables on the sidewalk, with 
beakers of coffee, carafes of cognac, goblets of 
sirup, glasses of ices, and an occasional green- 
glimmering draught of absinthe, now rarelier seen 
since j;he fall of night. They lingered before 
a few of the book-stalls, airing side-and-side, in 
precisely the same yellow-paper vestments, mas- 
terpieces by Zola and Daudet, rubbish by Heaven 
knew whom. They glanced at the advertisements 
of theatres, appealing yet not obtrusive, on those 
high, rounded structures, formed like mammoth 
spools. 

" I hear," said Duquesne, " that the Americans 
disfigure their cities with placards of all sorts. 
Especially in Paris in the dSfense d^afficher a 
precious benefit; for here, unless hand-bills were 
kept under rigid control, they would blend with 
the light-tinted houses and the general craving 
after gilt and filigree, to produce an effect unpar- 
donably cheap." 

The crowded boulevards glowed and murmured. 
This young English girl grew intoxicated by their 
splendor and charm. Her escort perceived how 
the lights, the laughters, the babblings, affected her. 
" Will you take an ice ? " he proposed ; but she 
shook her head with vehemence. 
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"No, no," she refused. It wouldn't be right, 
You— you know it wouldn't be — here, like this 
on the sidewalk — don't you?" 

" Oh, as you please," he replied. " Ladies often 
sit here." 

''Ladies? ReaUy?" 

" Yes — especially foreigners." 

** It would be very pleasant," said Lady Ethel, 
as if aloud to her own thoughts. " But no," she 
suddenly insisted. "Let us turn toward home 
now; we've walked far enough." 

They had almost reached the Boulevard St. 
Martin. Duquesne willingly turned. " You will 
not let me persuade you ? " he said, very gently 
and amiably. 

" Persuade me ? " she asked, with a movement of 
her arm as if she were about to withdraw it from 
his. " Perauade me in what way ? To go and sit 
at one of these tables ? " 

"No — not if you are disinclined." He laughed 
softly. "I see how afraid you are of Paris, 
mademoiselle." 

" Not afraid of it. I like it extremely." 

"Ah— you do?" 

"But I ... I know its dangers, Monsieur 
Duquesne." 
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" True ; it has many. Still, you do not know 
them. I should indeed be sorry if you did. To 
know them would be to have seen them, faced 
them. And you are so safe with your friend, 
Mrs. Blandthwaite." 

"You think so?" 

"Ah, do not you? I'm amazed at your doubt- 
ing it." 

" I didn't say that I doubted it," averred Lady 
Ethel. 

" Pardon me. I thought you implied so. But 
you would be wrong — greatly wrong. She is the 
most sincere of women, as she is also one of 
the most charming . . . And you will soon go 
with her to America, will you not? " 

Lady Ethel was silent for a few seconds. " I 
suppose that I shall go," she at length said. 

" You only suppose ? Are you not certain?" 

She had never even prevaricated in her life. 
" It has been arranged between us," she now said, 
" that I should go. But things happen." 

"Yes . . things happen "... (He. was saying to 
himself: "She's one of those tiresome jeunes jilleB 
with a colossal conscience. How can a woman like 
Camilla Blandthwaite be bored by her, even if 
her name does prove so big a card over there in 
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America ? ") But aloud he continued : " I'm sure 
your friend will never hear of your deserting 
her. Slie's too fond of you. She was miserable, 
I feel convinced, at the thought of leaving you 
alone to-night. And now you're not amusing 
yourself half enough in her absence. Let me pro- 
pose that we go in here, at the Montagues Ruases. 
You will not mind strolling about with me for a 
few minutes ? " 

He had paused, as he thus spoke, before the 
entrance of a tawdry wooden structure, not unlike 
one of our Bowery dime-museums. 

But Lady Ethel, who had never seen a dime- 
museum, did not think it tawdry. She only 
thought it festive and alluring, and the idea of 
entering its portals quickened her young pulses. 
Keenly tempted by his invitation, she nevertheless 
di*ew backward a little, while the tremor of her 
arm within his own gave her companion a twinge 
of secret exasperation. 

" Will . . . will it be quite proper? " she faltered. 

" Oh, yes," he laughed. " It may tire you, 
however. It's merely a performance of gymnasts, 
acrobats, and people like that." 

Lady Ethel yielded, and they were soon inside 
the long, ugly hall that lay beyond, with coarse- 
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painted walls at whose end towered a mass ol 
artificial rocks. Rose-hued electric lights tinged a 
cascade that plashed into a pool, flanked by path- 
ways that led into an upper gallery and were over- 
browed by a stage on which male and female 
tumblers in tights just then performed to the 
strains of a passable band. Lady Ethel, who had 
crossed the threshold of about three theatres in all 
her quiet life, began to have dancing eyes and 
spots of rose in either cheek. The place may liave 
been common enough, but it was not so to her. 
She viewed the entertainment with more than a 
child's gladness, and yet the element of purely 
childish relish pulsed through her appreciation 
like sunshine through the fluctuance of a brook. 
" Shall we sit down at one of the tables up here in 
the gallery ? " asked Duquesne. She sat down in 
the seat which he offered her, but she hardly 
thought at all of his proposition and never dreamed 
of questioning its propriety. She had gone up- 
stairs with him because there it was easier, as he 
said, to see the Spanish girl who leapt so lissomely 
about the small stage, with her spangles, her high 
comb and her castagnettes. It was all a rainbow 
dream, and only when a waiter appeared with 
some oognac for Duquesne and a certain opales- 
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cent liquid for herself, she started and alarmedly 
stared at him. 

"It is merely a harmless sirop^^' lie said. " Taste 
it. You will like it, I think. Everybody takes 
something here." 

She tasted the liquid reluctantly, and liked its 
sweet flavor. Then she watched a girl who did 
something miraculous with a tight-rope and a great 
round biiU that threatened each instant to roll 
from beneath her clinging slippered feet. While 
she took a few more excited sips of her beverage 
Duquesne regarded her. She was extremely 
pretty; oh, yes, he granted that. But how she 
bored him, with her innocence, her juvenility! 
This was an ordeal, que diahle^ that his adored 
Camilla had imposed on him ! He realized that 
there were men who might have fallen in love with 
her English look, her primrose air of chastity. 
But not he, forsooth ! He thought a woman with- 
out finesse and subtlety no better than a vine 
without a trellis. Lady Ethel seemed to him clad 
with an intolerable odor of the nursery. When 
his ennui at length became too onerous, he pro- 
posed that they should stroll downstairs again. 
She readily acquiesced^ though her face fell a little. 
Afterward he saw her somewhat frightenedly 
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regard her surroundings, as t.iough their possible 
peril had not till now dawned on her. She looked 
at other tables like the one at whicii she and 
Duquesne had quaflfed refreshments, and seemed 
for the first time aware that their occupants might 
not be of at all a choice class. A new fear had 
crept across her as they went downstairs ; but he 
dissipated it by saying : 

" There is some pretty dancing here in this other 
department, I believe. Let us go in and see what 
it is." 

They entered a rather small chamber furnished 
with seats that fronted an almost miniature stage. 
Here were five or six women and a negro, all 
grouped in semi-circle and clad in Eastern costumes. 
Presently, to the strains of a rather jingling piano, 
the negro rose and danced. Hideous of face and 
ungraceful of posture, he produced a sense of relief 
when his contortions ended. Then one of the 
women rose, and in a way her dance was marvel- 
lous. But as it proceeded. Lady Ethel's face began 
to flame and her form to tremble. She and Du- 
quesne were near the door of exit. She grasped 
his arm, perhaps unaware of the act. 

" I — I must leave here ; I must leave at once," 
she stanimered, in staccato whisper. A man qu 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOADED DICE. 95 

her other side heard her, and stared, and snickered. 

Duquesne shrugged his shoulders. " Really, 
mademoiselle," he replied, " I tliink we had best 
remain until " 

" Not a moment later," struck in Lady Ethel. 
She got up from her seat and made an effort to 
push past her companion. It was a little flurried 
motion, as full of pathos as the rebellious flutter 
of a bird. Duquesne yielded to it, and they went 
out together, he with an air of bored concession, 
she drooping her head, as if either from fear or 
shame. 

But all fear had fled when she stood again on 
the open boulevard. 

" How dared you take me into such a place as 
that?" she demanded of him, with her blue eyes 
grown fiery and tearful in the white glare of the 
electrics. 

Duquesne bit his lip. This burst of sweet maid- 
enly nature affected him as simply peevish and 
tiresome. He saw in it nothing of more moment 
or interest than would have been the wail of a child 
over some lost or broken toy. 

♦*I am very sorry to have shocked you," he 
began; "but ^" 

" Shocked me 1 you have insulted me 1 " she 
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cried, her face for ^ second or so imperious, and her 
voice loud enough to make one or two passers turn. 

He frowned, then sneered a little. " I think 
mademoiselle is oddly excited. And will she have 
the goodness to remember that she entered the 
Montagues Busses quite of her own free choice ? " 

Lady Ethel made no answer, but suddenly veered 
round and sped straight along the boulevard, let- 
ting her tear-suffused eyes glance neither to left nor 
right. She had not far to go, and she knew that 
she must soon reach the end of her fleet flight. 
Having a keen sense of locality, she darted across 
the boulevard almost as if by instinct, just as the 
Madeleine loomed huge and shadowy before her 
gaze. Then, at the corner of the Rue Duphot, 
she stood for an instant dazed and terror-struck. 
Where, after all, were her lodgings? "La Rue 
Richepanse ? " she murmured, in trembling inter- 
rogatory, to a fat old dame behind a near news- 
paper-stall ; and iat once (with that brisk politeness 
which the French, of all nations, proffer the inquir- 
ing wayfarer) came a gesture and a voluble bit of 
tidings. Into the Rue Duphot she plunged with 
fresh speed, and soon felt a thrill of joy as her eye 
lit on the sharp angle made by that street and her 
own. A few minutes more and she had gained her 
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abode, hurried past the concierge and begun pant- 
ingly to ascend the stairs which led from its high 
cool courtyard to the chambers of Camilla and her- 
self. 

Once within the sitting-room, she stood for a 
slight while motionless, her hands tight-locked, her 
lips quivering. Then she sank into a chair, just 
as Camilla emerged from an adjacent room. 

" Why, Ethel," said the familiar voice, " what 
has happened ? You're trembling like a leaf." And 
Mi-s. Blandthwaite's arm slipped round the girl's 
huddled shoulders. " Tell me, my dear, what brings 
you home alone like this? I've just got back from 
the Babbages' dinner. I left early, thinking you 
might be lonely. Did Monsieur Duqnesne call ? 
Lisette told me that a gentleman came, and I took 
for granted it was he. It surprised me, though, to 
learn that you'd gone out with him. . . Well, my 
dear Ethel, what has happened ? Why don't you 
answer ? Good Heavens I he can't have insulted 
you I" 

Lady Ethel raised her head and looked up into the 
speaker's face. Her own face was almost color- 
less now, and the tears had quitted her eyes, leav- 
ing them hectic and somewhat wild of ray. 

" He has insulted me, Camilla," she said — 
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*' grossly ! If he ever enters these rooms again I 
shall go from them — and from Paris as well. You 
must choose between him and me. Write him 
to-night. You said you didn't know his address ; 
then write him, all the same, and leave your letter 
with the concierge downstairs." 

Never till now had its watcher seen in that 
gentle countenance such force of purpose and of 
will. Tlie girl in Lady Ethel seemed wholly to 
have vanished, and a woman filled her place. 
Camilla drew backward, with a dry, forced smile. 

" Oh, there must have been some absurd mis- 
understanding," she said. 

" There was none on my part ! " Lady Ethel 
exclaimed, with a bitter trill of laughter. Quickly 
and yet very clearly she then spoke for several 
minutes, and at last finished by saying : 

''Now, will you keep this man for your friend — 
or will you keep me ? One or the other you must 
lose. At a word from 5^ou — a sign, even — I will 
go to my cousin in Kent." 

Camilla glided up to the speaker and took her 
hajid. She looked excessively amiable and com- 
passionate {IS she faltered : 

" Oh, my poor girl ! As if I could let you leave 
me now ! As if I could be so cruel I " 
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"So cruel?" 

" My dear, innocent Ethel I You haven't seen 
— ^you haven't realized^ or you couldn't speak as 
you do. From this moment I've lost every vestige 
of respect for Julien Duquesne. I didn't dream 
him capable of doing what he has done. I can 
only explain his conduct in one way : he is a 
Frenchman, and your indifference has piqued him, 
affronted him. I would gladly dismiss him for- 
ever from my acquaintance, but I dare not, I dare 
not." 

" Dare not ? " repeated Lady Ethel. 

" No. And can't you guess why ? Ah, of 
coui-se you cannot. You're too pure, too untar- 
nished by this wicked world. My dear, foolish 
child, it's hard to be obliged to tell you, but I 
must. This man has horribly compromised you. 
He need but open his lips, and your good name is 
soiled forever ! " 

Lady Ethel snatched away her hand, shudder- 
ing. Then she almost reeled to a chair, and while 
seating herself, burst into a tumult of sobs. 
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VII. 

As her sobs continued, Camilla came close to her 
side. She began to take off the girl's bonnet, to 
unbutton her saeque, to even remove lier gloves, 
all the time employing touches tender enough 
nicely to harmonize with the pitiful and sym- 
pathetic sentences which accompanied these acts. 

" Yes, Ethel, it would be shameful if I should 
disguise the truth from you : this man has put 
you in his power. He is well known here; he has 
friends of position and influence across the Chan- 
nel. He has only to hint that you went with him 
to such a shocking resort — that you, an unmarried 
girl, went with him to a place full of low and vile 
characters — and I really believe your own cousin 
off in Kent would cut you. Ah, you might think 
she would not know ; but bad news, my dear, 
doesn't only travel fast, it scours every hole and 
corner of creation. Now, Ethel, listen to me : 
don't be madly rash. Of all things on earth, an 
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unsullied name is most precious to a girl like you. 
Antagonizing Duquesne would be folly ; we must 
conciliate him. Your eyes ask me how. I will 
tell you. Meet him and request him to overlook 
any past discourtesy, of coolness, of indifference, 
that you may unwillingly have shown him." 

"Oh, never, never ! " broke from Lady Ethel, 
while she clenched one white, slim hand as it lay in 
her lap. 

*' There your pride speaks, my dear. But listen 
once more: these men of the Latin i-aces are not 
like the men of our race. They cherish grudges, 
they wreak revenges, in a different way from our- 
selves. And remember, it's not as if you could 
take the game into your own hands. You can't ; 
you're conquered, and must accept terms, not give 
them. . . Well, suppose an interview of that sort 
would prove too hard a strain. Then write him a 
letter. Throw yourself, in that letter, entirely on 
his mercy. Admit to him that he has got you into a 
wretched situation — ^into a tight place, as one 
slangily says." 

" Oh, Camilla ! you don't surely advise " 

*' I advise a diplomatic farewell — that is all. For 
it will be a farewell, soon ; it must be. We're 
going to America in a few weeks, and he will 
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remain here, of coui*se. Meanwhile you will have 
poured oil on his wounded vanity. That is just 
the way to silence him ; there is no other — none in 
the world. Unless you do that, he will exult in 
the vantage he has gained. But once soothe his 
vanity and you are safe." 

"Soothe it," gasped Lady Ethel, "by — ^by a 
letter conceding that I am in his power ! " 

" By a letter, my unhappy Ethel, which he will 
never retain. You will write it at my dictation, 
and consign it to my care. I will read it to him, 
but I shall not dream of leaving it in his hands. 
You shall have it back again — oh, be sure of that ! 
I will manage the affair perfectly. It will not be 
pleasant to fight this little duel of wit^ of tact — of 
deceit, if you please. But I will fight it for you ; 
I will spare you the humiliation of a personal 
conference. I am your friend devotedly, thor- 
oughly. You have seemed, of late, to think of me 
in another liglit ; you have seemed to think of me 
^but never mind that, now. All I want, dear, is 
your welfare — your release — ^your escape ! " 

There was a little more deft speech of this kind 
on Camilla's part ; there was a little more piteous 
demur and revolt on the part of Lady Ethel. But 
at length, victimized by a duplicity easy in its con- 
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quest of one whose truthful and taintless young 
soul scarcely grasped the idea of life's grosser evil, 
this blinded and dismayed girl wrote just the letter 
which iier wily monitress desired. Camilla dictated 
every word, and watched the final signature, 
"Ethel Trefusis," with a secret victorious thrill. 

Afterward, during a space of two days. Lady 
Ethel saw nothing of Duquesne, tiiough aware that 
he had called at the Rue Richepanse more than 
once. She was inwardly full of the keenest dis- 
tress, though she forbore to ask a single question 
of Camilla, waiting for the latter to speak. And 
meanwhile her self-declared friend watcliedher with 
a furtive admiration of the suffering and pride 
which thus chose to don the cloak of silence. " A 
short time ago," Camilla reflected, " I would have 
shrunk from giving any fellow-mortal this pain 
merely to serve my own selfish ends. And in how 
plucky, how thoroughbred a way she bears it I After 
all, there is a great deal in blood. I pity her and 
I respect her — with as much of the old humanity 
as lives to let me do either." 

But when Duquesne had taken his leave after 
the second visit since that writing of the suppliant 
letter, Lady Ethel came forth from an inner room 
and quietly confronted Mrs. Blandthwaite. It was 
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about ten o'clock in the evening. Gamilla had 
thrown herself into a chair near a lamplit table 
and carelessly taken up a new French novel which 
her late guest had brought her. But before doing 
this she had lighted a sheet of blank note-paper, 
applied to it a match, and left its big, black, crisp 
asli in a little brass receiver. 

" I thought I heard him go," the girl began, in 
her dulcet, refined English voice. '* Not that I 
was listening to what you said; of course you 
know I could not do that. I was off in my own 
room, with yours between mine and this ; but I . . 
I thought I heard him go. It's tlie second time 
he has been here since — well, you understand 
me ? Yesterday I waited for you to tell me some- 
thing, but you did not speak. Now I am forced 
to speak first. Anxiety forces m6." 

Camilla had by tliis time risen. " Ethel," she 
exclaimed, with her face wreathed in smiles, "I 
have only good news for you — only the best of 
news. I would have delivered it yesterday, but 
that could not be. Duquesne was obstinate. I 
judged rightly ; you piqued him, by your uncon- 
cern, into behaving just as he did. But to-night 
. I have won him over completely. He has given 
me bis sacred word of honor that he will never 
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make the faintest reference to that affair of the 
Montagn^s Huaaes. When j'^ou and he meet (it 
won't be for a long time, you know, as we're so 
soon going to America) you need merely exchange 
bows and an occasional civil word. So, you see, 
the thing has arranged itself. I'm immensely glad, 
for your sake. And Duquesne will never mention 
the matter to you — rest sure of that. It's to be 
as much dead and buried between you and him as 
between him and society. Wherefore, my dear, I 
do hope that you'll not feel the slightest embarrass- 
ment when you next set eyes on him." 

" His reasons for embarrassment are a good deal 
weightier than mine," said Lady Ethel, with a con- 
tempt scathing because so tranquil. Then she 
added, her right hand making a -little forward 
gesture as she spoke : " And the letter, please. 
You have it and will return it to me ? " 

" The letter ? What letter ? " questioned Cam- 
illa in a dazed way. " Oh, certainly ! " she pur- 
sued, with a sudden laugh, and began to fumble 
in the pocket of her gown. " I have it, of course, 
and will give it you. I should have done so yester- 
day, but " Here she paused, shrugged her 

shoulders with great impatience, and gave another 
laugh. " Why, Ethel, what am I saying ^ I burned 
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the letter in Julien Duquesne's presence, not ten 
minutes ago. There!" and she pointed to the 
brass card-receiver, '* I threw the ashes into that. 
It was best that I should have burned those 
lines " 

"Burned them !" Lady Ethel faltered. "Ah, 
that was not right. I wanted the letter. I wanted 
to destroy it myself." 

Her words, ardent in their regret, evinced a dis- 
trust that was plain, though veiled. 

"Let me show you why it was far,yar best that 
he should see the letter burned," Camilla now 
eagerly urged ; and then she wove a little tissue 
of falsity in which prominently gleamed forth her 
dread of Duquesne wanting to get hold of the 
letter and keep it as a kind of triumphant relic. 

Lady Ethel listened, with only a few faint nods 
as the recital ended. If her distrust had vanished 
she did not say so. But on the other hand she did 
not oppositely state. "She baffles me," mused 
Camilla, some time afterward. " Is she skeptical 
about the letter, or does she hold me at arm's- 
length because a general disillusion so prompts ? 
Well, my point is gained. She'll wake to a worse 
disillusion still, if she decides to drop me outright 
for that kinswoman in Kent." 
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All this had happened about a week before the 
coming of Ogilvie and Dwinelle. Philip's atten- 
tions to Mrs. Blandthwaite daily deepened, and 
his friend observed them with silent alarm. Ogilvie 
did not go himself to the Rue Richepanse, but lie 
found out that Philip constantly went there. He 
found it out in a way that dealt hurts to his own 
sense of nice deportment, and once or twice he told 
himself that he was playing the spy to an extent 
that would have seemed repulsive to him if em- 
ployed by another man. And yet he excused his 
acts, as he sauntered of a morning or afternoon 
through the Gardens of the Tuileries, by recalling 
his affection and admiration for Philip. The Rue 
Richepanse was but a step from Meurice's. Ogilvie 
repeatedly saw Philip come forth upon the Rue 
de Rivoli, and then proceeded quietly to follow 
him* Again and again Philip took the same course, 
and disappeared beneath the same lintel. One day, 
not long after three o'clock, Ogilvie had a bitter 
sense both of his own covert attitude and of his 
friend's persistent pausing at a certain doorway. 

** I'll follow the dear foolish boy no more," he 
thought, and went and stared at the bronze statue 
of Hercules slaying the hydra, thinking how per- 
fect the autumn day was and how ill his own irri- 
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tated mood met all its cloudless azure and vivid sun- 
shine. Then he strolled off among the little faded 
trees and struck their brittle, fallen leaves with his 
stick. These poor little curled brown things were 
such true historians of life ! King or clod, empress 
or cocotte, we all come to this complexion in the 
twinkling of an eye. What did it matter? What 
did anything matter? Yonder, clean-cut in the 
velvety blue air, towered the gilded dome of the 
Invahdes, under which slept Napoleon, with twelve 
colossal marble Victories watching his ashes. And 
here lay a small, crisp tawny leaf that he could 
shatter by a stroke of his cane. Where was the 
difference between one ruin and the other ? Nature 
made a Napoleon or a leaf with the same curious 
care and the same haughty unconcern. Brooding 
now with lowered eyes as men are apt to brood, he 
lifted his head and perceived that quite near him, 
on one of the pretty benches of gray stone, sat 
Lady Ethel Trefusis. 

He went up to her at once, raising his hat. 
** Don't you remember me ? " he said ; and after 
she had given him her hand with a bright recogniz- 
ing smile, he seated himself at her side. 

'' So you're here," he asked, " and all alone ? 
How is that?" 
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" Oil/' she said, " one is never alone here at this 
hour. One is safe. Don't you think so, with all 
these nurses and children about? " 

"Nurses and children are not protective." 

" But does one need protection here?" 

"A young lady like yourself needs it — in 
Paris." 

She laughed nervously. Perhaps she was think- 
ing of Duquesne and that night on the boulevard. 
" Oh, I get along very well. I've been here like 
this several times, with a book." 

" And if you scent danger I suppose you begin 
to read diligently." 

" I haven't had the least hint of danger, as yet. 
Nobody notices me." 

"That shows very bad taste in — nobody. . • 
May I see your book ? " 

She handed it to him. " One of Victor Cher- 
buliez's best," he said, returning it to her. "How 
completely the Academy has swallowed that man ! 
No one talks of him any more. Perhaps he's too 
decent. I'm glad you prefer that sort of thing. . . 
And so Mrs. Blandthwaite lets you go off alone 
like this?" 

" Yes. At least she doesn't object. She often 
has her own occupations." 
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" Ah," he muttered, with a little start. " Is my 
friend Dwinelle one of them ? " 

*' Mr. Dwinelle goes to her a good deal now- 
adays.** 

"So I imagined," said Ogilvie, with extreme 
dryness. 

Lady Ethel looked steadily at his profile, as he 
sat there beside her with head somewhat lowered. 
She had not thought of studying his face till now. 
Some of its lines were surely full of force ; others 
made her feel his manly honesty as though a voice 
had audibly praised it ; still others caused her to 
wonder if he had not suffered, sometime, somehow. 

" You and Mr. Dwinelle are great friends, are 
you not ? " she presently asked. 

"I admire him very much. Indeed, I love him. 
He's a noble fellow. It would be too bad if any 
harm came to him." 

"Harm?" she repeated. Then, quite impetu- 
ously: "Ah, you mean that he may fall in love 
with her?'' 

Those words were like the overthrow of a bar- 
rier between them. Ogilvie turned, and swept 
with his eyes the pure-cut features. Perhaps what 
he read there caused him to say, with all her own 
late ardor, and even with more: 
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** So you think that would be a calamity ? You've 
found the woman out?" 

" I — I don't like her," said Lady Ethel, staring 
into her own lap, now, and speaking with short 
shakes of the head. " I did, but I don't any longer. 
She is so different from what I once thought her I 
She is hard, and deceitful as well. I believed 
her full of tenderness, and the very soul of 
sincerity." 

** Poor child I What a mistake ! " 

" You know her, then ? Yes, I see ! you don't 
want your friend to marry her, and it's because you 
do know her. I — I get so much comfort from tell- 
ing you — from telling some one^ I mean — about my 
real feelings." And then, with quavers of a new 
emotion in her voice, the girl added : " There's a 
point on which I should so like to ask your advice. 
Will you give it me quite candidly ? " 

" Yes, I promise," said Ogilvie, with grimness 
where a spark of humor glistened. *' Such a poor 
old fellow as myself, battered all black and blue by 
experience, ought to have it in his power to give 
a little advice, even if he's good for nothing else." 

" Oh, I'm sure that you're good for other things 
too," said Lady Ethel, taking him so seriously that 
he laughed aloud, *' You're old, of course, to me," 
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she went on, " but then that makes you seem all 
the more fit as a counsellor." 

" Does it, indeed ? Well, Methuselah is waiting." 

" Please don't turn it into a joke — please don't ! " 

" You shall see if I do. When you know us 

better you will learn that the American citizen is 

never so much in earnest as while he assumes to 

be jocose." 

Lady Ethel looked at him fixedly for a few sec- 
onds, during the pause that now occurred. She 
had greatly liked him when they fii*st spoke to- 
gether; she greatly liked and trusted him now. 
Ah, to have had a brother like that I He would have 
been Lord Skeene till her father died, and the next 
Earl of Clandare afterward. And how she would 
have treasured him, clung to him I She would 
have wished him to be elderly, quite elderly, just 
like this Mr. Ogilvie, with gray gleams in the short, 
crisp hair about his temples, and a manner full of 
the same responsible gravity. 

" I feel as if I could trust you," she soon said, 
with a smile whose quick, ingenuous glow could 
never so have charmed him had it worn the least 
touch of artifice. " True, I trusted her, and was 
disappointed. But never mind that ; it's of her I 
want to speak. After all, she was kind to me at 
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Vichy. She took me under her wing, as it were. 
I was very unhappy, and she gave me a refuge, a 
shelter. I mean to tell you just who I am, if you 
will listen." 

" I'll go and pick up some of those chestnuts," 
he said, "and make you a present of them. The 
moment you suspect me of the slightest inattention 
you can pelt me as you please. But I shan't de- 
serve to be pelted, I assure you. I shall prove 
altogether too attentive." 

He kept his word. Lady Ethel told him more 
than at first she had intended to tell. She glanced 
a little at her childhood, happily spent in an old 
English country-house. Then, from her father's 
mad marriage to the meeting with Camilla at 
Vichy, her story ran on, lucid, explicit and sincere. 
But she refrained from the slightest mention of 
her abhorred adventure with Duquesne. 

"And now," she ended, " I find that I no longer 

wish to remain with Mrs. Blandthwaite. She is 

not the woman whom I believed her to be. Her 

mind, her heart, her nature terribly disappoint 

me. I have one relation, a kind of cousin, living 

in the South of England, who would receive me 

and let me live with her until I could find on this 

side of the ocean means of self-support, instead of 

8 
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seeking it there iu America. But Mrs. Bland- 
thwaite bus made it plain to me that she does not 
desire I should leave her. It isn't personal fond- 
ness ; Tm certain that she lias no such motive in 
keeping me at her side. But if she does really 
care for me, I no longer care for her. Perhaps I 
am very ungrateful in wishing to go — in taking a 
stand and announcing to her that I must and shall 
go. But every day my longing grows stronger. 
Should I yield to it ? Would I be churlish in yield- 
ing to it ? Pray give me your frank opinion, and 
don't think me a weak-witted sentimentalist in 
speaking like this to one who is almost a stranger ! " 

" You must not call yourself bard names," 
Ogilvie said. " I don't relish that kind of slander, 
even when it comes from your own lips." 

" Ah," returned Lady Ethel, " you must forget 
politeness. You must remember only that I am a 
pensioner upon that experience of yours which you 
say that you possess in such abundance." 

" Right," he answered ; " I will remember it. 
Leave Mrs. Blandthwaite. Leave her by all means." 

" Yes ? you advise that I should go ? " Her blue 
eyes lit, her whole fair face brightened. "You 
yourself really know, then, just how loveless, how 
repellent she is ? " 
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"I can understand that she has become so." 

"Since you knew her well? She told me that 
you and she were once rather good friends in 
America. And here in Europe, too, I think she 
said. . . But people do not change, do they, in that 
radical way ? " 

" Oh, yes ; people change in all sorts of ways. 
When you are old, like me, you will concede it." 

" True," she replied. " So much comes to one 
when one is old like you." 

" Thanks," he said, with a return of his dryness. 
" That is delicious — perfectly and deeply delicious. 
You can't think liow I enjoy hearing it." 

" Ah," she cried repentantly, catching the half 
comic savor of his satire, " I have been so rude ! 
Please forgive me. I — I did not mean to call you 
actually oZ^." 

*' I see ; you only meant to suggest it. And I 
forgive you with all my heart. It is so easy to 
forgive any one who stabs me without intent to kill. 
My memory is rich in would-be murderers." 

" I hope she was never one of them," ventured 
Lady Ethel. 

" She ? Camilla Blandthwaite ? " he responded, 
with a sudden little tightening effect at the corners 
of his mouth, " Oh, uo. What put that into your 
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head ? Don't make me fancy it's a worldlier head 
than I now wish to think it." 

"I've not much worldliness," came her slow 
answer. " No doubt if I'd had more I wouldn't 
have thrown myself on your mercy like this." 

" My mercy ? You certainly haven't done so." 

"Your benevolence, then. . . And you counsel 
me to break this relation ? " 

" I do — I do." He spoke, now, with a voice of 
great sudden feeling. " You should never live with 
that woman another hour ! I wish I could take 
you tfack to England now, without your having 
even one more glimpse of those rooms in the Rue 
Richepanse. To a young spirit like yours I can't 
say how contaminating she is. It's — it's" (he 
paused, and the flash of his eyes alarmed her as he 
rolled them in that way the calmest of us will do 
when we search for apt similes amid heated con- 
verse) " it's like a lily blooming near pitch ! " 

Lady Ethel rose from the stone bench, trem- 
bling. 

"You don't mean that she's as bad as that! 
You can't." 

Ogilvie rose the next instant. " I mean," he 
said, in a very changed voice, " that you and she 
should never live under the same roof. I say 
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nothing against her chai'acter — I've not the ghost 
of a slur to cast upon it. But leave her at once— 
there's the advice you asked for. It's quite plain 
why she wants you for America — ^for New York— 
when she arrives there. You are a young English- 
woman with a title. They bow to that sort of 
thing on Fifth Avenue. As your chaperone she 
would gain the social prestige that she craves. The 
idea of letting you go out as governess would melt 
into thin air soon after your arrival — ^rest certain 
of that. She wants to reserve you for a very dif- 
ferent purpose. If you shrink from her and feel 
antipathy for her now, you'll be affected ten times 
worse toward her when she begins coolly to make 
use of you in a foreign land." 

They strolled about the lovely statued gardens 
for nearly an hour, after this, and when Ogilvie 
bade her good-bye in the Rue Richepanse it was to 
say with earnest accents : 

" Make your plans at once. Tell her that you 
will start in two or three days for England." — Here 
he added, with a smile : " If you haven't had time 
before to-morrow to finish that Cherbuliez novel, 
read its final pages on the same bench whefe I to- 
day had the pleasure of finding you. I'll come 
rambling along at three o'clock, just as I did this 
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afternoon, and we'll ask one another if the ending 
of the story is to our mutual taste." 

Lady Ethel went back to her apartments nerved 
and resolute. Philip Dwinelle was just quitting 
the little reception-room as she entered it. He 
seemed to her pale and a trifle agitated, though he 
made her a low bow and gave her a cordial smile 
as they passed one another. 

" My dear Ethel," said Camilla, " isn't it rather 
imprudent for you to stay out, like this, until 
neaiiy dusk ? " 

" Yes," the girl said, going to a gi-eat basket of 
autumn violets on a little table of white-and-gilt 
and leaning down a moment to smell them ; " it 
was very impiudent indeed. But I took, so to 
speak, my farewell glance at Paris." Here she 
straightened her figure and turned full upon her 
companion. "I am going away very soon — the 
day after to-morrow, perhaps, or at the utmost in 
three days from now." 

*' You are going away ? " Camilla repeated, and 
her face hardened, while it also grew a shade 
paler. 

"Yes," came the answer, firmly and calmly 
given. 

** You mean — ^to your cousin ? " 
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"Yes." 

" And you wish to lejive me for ever ? " 

« I think it will be best." 

Camilla's eyes flashed and her lip curled. " You 
thankless young fool ! " she cried, and made a little 
spring forward, with both hands contorted into a 
claw-like shape. But the next moment she had 
uttered a febrile, sneering laugh and had flung 
herself into a chair. 

" Oh, still," she went on, " it's I who am the 
fool, for letting you vex me. As if you could go 
without my permission," she proceeded to mutter ; 
" and as if I would grant it at this late day ! '* 

Lowered though the tones were. Lady Ethel 
caught those final words. 

" My going or staying does not depend on your 
permission," she said, with chill directness. 

"No?" 

"No." 

" Are you so sure ? " 

" I am certain." 

Camilla gave another laugh, and one, this time, 
that rang with mockeiy. Her face had an angry, 
challenging fierceness as she next spoke, with tones 
not very far above a whisper and yet to their 
auditor acutely, terribly clear : 



Digitized 



by Google 



120 LOADED DtCK 

" I never burned that letter you wrote Julien 
Duquesne. I have it yet, and I should like to keep 
both it and you. But if you're bent on ceasing to 
live with me I'll not put a straw in your path. 
Only, in that case, the contents of your letter shall 
be flung to the four winds. Now, choose as you 
think best." 
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VIII. 

The weather next day still remained superb. 
The Rue de Rivoli, as Ogilvie crossed it, was one 
moving maze of vehicles, though few of them wore 
the smart splendor of days just passed. They 
were nearly all those dingy and ugly open carriages 
which the death of the Parisian season leaves in 
shabby possession of the streets, just as it makes 
row after row of pale buildings loom blankly with 
closed cream-colored shutters, to attest the coun- 
tryward flight of every one who can command 
francs enough for its accomplishment. The mild 
and windless air resounded with those cruel crack- 
ings of whips which reveal the Gallic cabman as 
the worst hoi-seman and the most ichor-blooded 
driver in at least all western Europe. Ogilvie 
watched the occupants of a few darting convey- 
ances, and smiled at the intense signs of American- 
ism which they displayed. He had never been 
able to fathom the depths of a certain alleged 
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witticism which affirmed Paris to be a place where 
good Americans went when they died ; and now 
it seemed to him, more forcibly than ever before, 
that this brilliant city by the Seine was a resort of 
his own country-folk at periods when even the 
gloom of summer's approaching death had cast no 
reserve upon either the oddity of their costumes 
or the laxity of their manners. An instant later 
he rebuked himself, however, for having drifted 
into a careless and partial judgment. Even in 
yonder huge caravansary on wheels, clattering 
cumbrously toward the Louvre, were the Iowa 
and Illinois ladies, the Kansas and Colorado 
gentlemen, one whit more truly '' vulgar " than 
throngs of French wine-bibbers daily and nightly 
visible on thoroughfares near at hand ? Were not 
the French a race essentially cheap in their modes 
of out-door refection, their loudness and negligence 
as to male apparel, their inelegant open-air con- 
fabs and gesticulations, their vicious, gambling- 
cursed clubs ? Again Ogilvie smiled as the stately 
beauty of the city itself appealed to him, with its 
light-tinted and equal-roofed houses massed in 
such noble harmony under a sapphire sky. He 
thought of New York, with its hideous irregularity 
of structures, each of which, from the Battery to 
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Harlem, seemed in a ceaseless architectural fer- 
ment one to outdo the other for height, just as 
New York people seem for ever striving to outdo 
one another in position and importance. ... Re- 
calling New York, he recalled Lady Ethel and her 
idea of going there. A momentary lull in the 
rush of carriages let him slip over to the opposite 
park. He had told himself that he was perliaps 
too early to meet his new young friend of yester- 
day. But here he proved a wrong prophet. The 
girl came toward him as he drew near her bench 
below the rusty-hued chestnuts. She had not 
seated herself ; she was waiting for him, and the 
instant that he looked into her pale, perturbed 
face he could not refrain from saying : 

"Ah, my dear young lady, you've had some 
unpleasant news to annoy you ! " 

He put out his hand to her as he spoke, and she 
gave him her own hand with an instant willingness 
which he somehow disliked. Then he pressed her 
slender gloved fingers together with a brief com- 
passionate impulse, and he also disliked the smile, 
melancholy though it was, with which she sanc- 
tioned this trifling act. 

"By Jove, she does think me old, with a 
vengeance I " sped through his thought ; and tho 
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next second, in tremor-stirred tones, Lady Ethel 
was saying : 

"I came here to tell you that I shall remain 
with Mrs. Blandthwaite, after all." 

" Remain with her ! " he almost shouted. 

" Yes — there are reasons. She — she has pre- 
sented them to me — she has convinced me of 
them." 

" But how ? " He stood staring at the worried 
face, the pathetic mouth, and thought what a 
change had come upon her since yesterday — what 
a scared look had clouded the sweet crystal of her 
eyes and stolen their roses from the chaste curves 
of her cheeks. "How," he repeated, "in the 
name of all necromancy ? " 

" Call it miracle, then," she said, with a sad 
smile flitting across her lips. 

He looked at her very searchingly. " She has 
alaimed you into consenting." 

" Alarmed me ? what an idea ! " 

"I believe it, none the less. I'm too old a 
veteran at surprises to be deceived like this. Yi.u 
know how enormously old you think me ; you've 
told me your impressions on that subject. Now, 
treat me as the grandfather that I appear to you." 

" Not grandfather — oh, no. Elder brother, per- 
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haps, if you won't call me presumptuous in even 
suggesting such a close relationship after an ac- 
quaintance so brief." She said this in a voice full 
of faltering restraint, and then suddenly looked at 
him with great fixity. Her tones altered, now, 
from repression to abandonment; it was like the 
abrupt tearing of its bandage from off a wound. 

" Oh, I can't tell you, and you mustn't ask me I 
I would almost die rather than tell you I But 
she has won her point. I'm hers ; I'm to go to 
New York with her. It's all firmly settled." 

" No, no, no," he replied ; " it must not be. 
How can this woman possibly have got you into 
her power ? And yet plainly it is that. She has 
coerced you to remain with her." 

They had been walking along together since 
their meeting, but now Lady Ethel paused, and 
as he paused also she laid her hand on his arm, 
with a sorrowful boldness. 

"You, too, are soon going to New York, are 
you not ? " she asked. " Yes ? Very well ; we shall 
meet there, I hope. It will be so pleasant if you 
do not forget me — if yoii will consent from time 
to time to look me up and show yourself my 
friend. For I shall used a friend there ; I shall 
even b^ lonelier than I am here in Paris," 
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" You need a friend here," said Ogilvie, with a 
blufif heartiness. " I shall serve you in that rdle if 
you will let me." And then, while she shook her 
head vehemently, as though understanding him and 
at the same instant forbidding all proposed inter- 
cession, he added : " I shall serve you so, whether 
you will or not. My poor girl, what have you 
just said to me? That you would rather die than 
inform me of the sort of suasion Mi*s. Blandthwaite 
has used." 

"Did I say that?" she returned, drawing a 
little away from him and not seeming to wish their 
walk prolonged. "I must have spoken wildly, 
thoughtlessly. I " 

*' People who are suffering often do speak 
so." 

"But I'm not suffering. I'm — I'm simply ac- 
quiescent. I came here to show you that I am. 
T thought I owed it to you after your kind sym- 
pathy of yesterday. That is all. And now good- 
bye. If you come to the Rue Richepanse again 
before we leave it, I shall be very glad. But if 
not, I shall hope very much to see you there, in that 
other big town across the ocean. But don't — pray, 
don't try to affect my resolve. It's perfectly fixed ; 
you mustn't say a word to b^r. It will m^ke no dU- 
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ference. Besides, I shall only be pained — uselessly 
pained — if you seek to interfere at all between us. 
There . . . good-bye — good-bye . . .And thanks — 
many thanks ! " 

He was about to respond, but she darted swiftly 
away from him, hurrying with such speed that 
after an eager step or two he refrained from fol- 
lowing her. Standing quite still, a few seconds 
later, he pursued her figure with his gaze as it 
lessened in the soft autumn air of the exquisite 
afternoon. How willowy in its grace that figure 
was, how elastic the step that bore it I Hard things 
might be said with truth of aristocracies, but after 
all, did we not owe to them human products of this 
maidenly choiceness ? 

" I will save her from that woman — she shall not 
go . . . she shall not!" Ogilvie kept stubbornly 
telling himself. Just then it occurred to him, in 
a droll yet dreary way, that he was beginning to 
play the champion with truly a fine flourish. A 
little while ago the question of Philip Dwinelle's 
rescue had been absorbing him ; now he was pos- 
sessed by the thought of Lady Ethel's. 

" Well," he continued to reflect, " I'll fight for 
both of them — ^why not? One is the man I love, 
and one is the girl I might have loved like a Romeo 
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ten or fifteen years ago. God knows my life has 
got to be flat and stale enough, of late ! I'll put a 
little zest into it, though pain be the cost. No one 
hates more than I to drag corpses out of graves, to 
break the dooi-s of vaults. Camilla can quit Paris 
in peace if she is thus minded. If not, I'll smell 
war, and so shall she." 

At a slower pace than habit was wont to guide 
him, Ogilvie now passed toward his own hotel. 
The Avenue de I'Op^ra (that splendid highway 
between the temples of Music and of Drama, look- 
ing as if it might have been built by Napoleon 
Third as a panoramic peace-offering to his malcon- 
tent subjects) was alive with traffic and transport. 
Ogilvie as a rule had eyes and ears for everything 
that went on. Those who have gauged and fath- 
omed life are not necessarily tired of it. He was 
not ; the whole human comedy always interested 
liim, and never more keenly than when he saw it 
played in this one great famous theatre (solid for all 
its gilding, its fantasy, its ornateness) of the unique 
French capital. But to-day he had no observance 
to spare ; so persistently, while he moved along, 
did his eyes droop toward the sidewalk that it was 
a wonder he saw Philip Dwindle almost as quickly 
as the latter sftw him. 
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** I've just been looking for you at the Deux 
Mondes," Philip said. 

Ogilvie slipped his arm into that of the speaker. 
" Come back there, then. It's the merest step." 

Philip tacitly acceded, and as they moved on- 
ward together, he said : 

" One sees you so seldom nowadays, dear old 
Abbott." 

" You're never at home, Phil. I've looked you 
up at Meurice's a score of times. You're always 
out somewhere. What is the great attraction ? Or 
shall I ask* who'?" 

" How splendid these big long-haired staghoiinds 
are," said Philip, "that one meets nowadays «ill 
over Paris ! And have you noticed how all the 
dogs go without muzzles, yet never molest one 
another? It's a perfect canine millennium here, 
isn't it?" 

" He parries my question," thought Ogilvie. 
But when they had mounted to Ogilvie's room in 
the H6tel des Deux Mondes, Philip, as if by sud- 
den caprice, chose to remember that unanswered 
question. 

" Frankly, Abbott, I have had an attraction to 

take me out-of-doors and keep me there. It's been 

. • . Mrs. Blandthwaite." 

9 
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" Oh, yes ? I supposed so." 

" Did you, really ? You're not surprised, then ? " 

"I'm seldom surprised. Life, as we keep on 
living it, numbs the nerves that way." 

" Perhaps I can give yours a greater shock, 
though, than you think." 

" Can you ? " said Ogilvie gravely. " Try me." 

There was a pause. Both men were still stand- 
ing. Philip took up a French book from the table 
and glanced at the yellow front page, then pressed 
his thumb along the edges of the inner leaves, with 
an air of reading nothing, seeing nothing, of its 
contents. He flung the book down again and 
thrust a hand into either of his trousera' pockets 
while facing Ogilvie with direct, enkindled eyes. 

"I'm going to marry Mrs. Blandihwaite," he 
said. " I've asked her to be my wife and she has 
accepted me." 

" Naturally," said Ogilvie, with cold bluntness. 

Philip threw back his head a little. " Oh, you're 
not even surprised at that ! " he exclaimed. 

" At her accepting you ? No. At your proposal 
to her? Well, somewhat. But I fancied it was 
coming. I'm in a manner prepared for it. You 
mean to have a long engagement ? " 

"I don't want any real 'engagement ' at all," 
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cried Philip, now finely buoyant. " I spoke my 
heart out to her only yesterday, and I'd like her 
to marry me to-morrow, next day, next week, if 
she'd consent." 

"And she will not?" 

"No. She's the very soul of delicate feeling 
about her refusal. She talks of my mother and my 
sister knowing and . . . agreeing. As if I were not 
my own master in a matter like this — in all matters 
that concern my own happiness." 

" Your mother is a proud woman," said Ogilvie 
slowly. " Your sister, Mrs. Lexington, is a still 
prouder one." 

"Proud?" retorted Philip, slightly bristling. 
" What of that ? How has their pride anything 
to do with it?" 

" Ask them. I think they would be apt to tell 
you." 

" Bah," said Philip, biting his lip. " You mean, 
I suppose, that suit for divorce ? " 

" Yes ; I do mean that. And I mean " 

"Well, what?" 

"Never mind." 

" She was victimized brutally by that dead scamp 
of a husband. I have the whole story from her 
own lips. If be had not died — if he had continued 
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that counter-suit against her — the poor soul's in* 
nocence must have been plainly proven." 

" So you think," said Ogilvie, with stony com- 
posure, " that it has not been proven ? " 

"Those charges of course remain unrefuted, 
owing to that blackguard's sudden death." 

" And in consequence, Philip, you have engaged 
yourself to a woman with a stained name." 

During the silence that now came between them 
their eyes met, and with a mutual scrutiny of un- 
wonted keenness. Philip was the first to lower his 
look. 

" You put it harshly," he said. 

"But not untruly." 

" The stain can be wiped away." 

" How ? By this marriage with you ? Of course 
it can be, and will be — in a measure. Your name 
and position must always mean a great deal." 

Philip's face grew stern, though more as if with 
pain than ire. " It will be a source of deep sorrow 
to me," rang his next words, " that you should feel 
this determined dislike of the woman whom I mean 
to make my wife." 

"Dislike?" 

" Oh, don't deny it, Abbott ; I read it in you 
the very night you made us known to one another 
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— and against your will, at that. I have read it 
ever since, and she reads it also, yet fails wholly to 
understand its reason ? " 

" Indeed ? " Ogilvie murmured, with a sudden 
twitching of the lips below his meagre russet 
moustache — an effect which may or may not have 
sprung from the stern repression of an ironic 
smile. "My dear Philip, I've only one sort of 
dislike with which you need now concern yourself. 
That, if you please, you may call a detestation ; 
and it relates to your proposed marriage with this 
woman." 

" Abbott ! " began his friend, frowning ; " I " 

" One moment, Phil. I'm older than you by 
several years, and since you were the merest slip 
of a boy I've watched you grow up with more 
fondness than it's in every brother's heart to feel. 
I've delighted in you both morally and mentally ; 
I've kept your image with me when we've been 
parted — and that was often for months at a time. 
You've repeatedly made for me a kind of safeguard 
against the cynicism that sees good in nothing. 
I saw such a fecund seed of good in you ! . . . and 
lately I've watched that seed grow ; I'm watching 
it still. You've every opportunity ; you've every 
equipment that makes opportunity golden. * And 
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uow you want to fling yourself away on — ^well, on 
whom?" 

Ogilvie had spoken these words with excessive 
feeling. His hand had fallen liglitly , but with inde- 
scribable tenderness of touch, on Philip's shoulder. 
He now receded a little, just as his friend's face 
austerely clouded. 

But Ogilvie did not care for that. "On 
whom ? " he repeated. " A woman who will be a 
clog about your feet to the end of her days — or 
years. A woman whose nature compared to your 
own is like agate to diamond. She accepts you not 
for what you are but for whom you are. She 
wants your name, your riches, your " 

"Stop, Abbott," cried Philip. "I've told you 
I mean to m;irry this lady. Every word you now 
say against lier is insult. I'll pardon you thus far, 
for the sake of old times. But I won't pardon if 
you go a single step furihei-." 

"I'll go many steps further," said Ogilvie, and 
his voice, which was low but richly deep, had in it 
the force of a great solemnity, a great resolve. " I 
will tell you (and because I must tell you) that be- 
fore you have been htir husband three months 
you will draw in disgust from her empty and idle 
s^urit. She will spend your money for shallow 
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pomps and will laugh in your face when you ask 
her (as a man likeyoui-self will be sure to ask her) 
for a fireside, a home. When her physical fascina- 
tion fails, you will look for that sweeter and calmer 
satisfaction which every husband, after the ardor 
of the honeymoon ends, justly should seek in his 
wife. You will find, however, only a sterile ambi- 
tion, bitterly selfish, careless ofyourlarge aims and 
manful principles. She has caught you in her net. 
You don't struggle now, for its cords are silk ; 
but soon they will turn hemp and cut you to the 
bone." 

Philip had grown very pale. " This is cowardice 
in you," he said, with a film of huskiness over his 
voice and his brows drawn darkly together. " I 
didn't believe you could be cowardly, but there's 
no other name for the slander you heap on Camilla 
Blandthwaite." 

Ogilvie smiled. " If another man said that to 
me, Philip, I should hold him to a strict account 
for it." 

"Hold w^ .'" exclaimed Philip, almost gasping 
the words. " We're both members for a time of 
this Franco-American club here in the Place de 
rOp^ra. Come there .with me now and risk a 
few louiB at baccarat. Let us find some public way 
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of quarrelling. That will save her name from be- 
ing dragged into the affair. Then I'll fight you 
with whatever weapons you choose. I'll answer 
you that way when you call the woman I love and 
honor a mere lying hypocrite and cheat ! " 

He had drawn close to Ogilive, by this time, and 
his eyes flamed, his hands were knotted at his sides. 

Without a trace of anger, but with much dignity 
and repose, Ogilvie met liis ragef ul stare. 

" You are mad, my friend, and I treat your mood 
as a madman's. Yesterday you loathed and de- 
spised duelling as I do. To-day you'd plunge into 
that brutish business — ^you, the man of intellect, 
reason, philosophy, the man who so lately held 
himself high above the follies and vices of this 
century, and higher still above the crimes and 
shames of centuries past. What better proof of 
your insanity could exist ? If you really knew the 
character of the woman you rush in this wild fash- 
ion to defend, there might be some reason for your 
bravado now. Oh, I see your lip curl. Call me a 
liar, as you've already called me a coward. I'll 
bear it, from yow.' That is, FU bear it from the 
changed being your infatuation has wrought of you. 
Try to -strike me, if you will ; 111 defend myself. 
I don't boast of physical strength, but I've been all 
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my life a man whose musdes were a trifle tougher 
than wax. Spare^ lean fellows like me are hard to 
hit, you know, when put on the defensive. 1 
wouldn't harm a hair of your head, Phil, but I'd 
keep you, if I could, from soiling youi'self by deal- 
ing a real blow to me." 

All this was said with swift but quite placid 
semitone, while in Ogilvie's cool, shrewd eye there 
was a gleam warm and human. 

" I'd no thought of striking you," said Philip, 
receding a little and folding his arms. He spoke 
with sullen heat, soon continuing : 

" I don't see, though, why you presume to say 
I'd soil myself if I did deal you a blow — or make 
the effort to deal you one." 

"Soil yourself, my boy? You'd .be steeping 
yourself in disgrace. Ah, not public disgrace — but 
a blame for all the world as bad." 

"And why — why?" shot the answer, with a 
flash of new challenge in it. 

" Why ? " repeated Ogilvie, with extreme pa- 
tience and gentleness, yet just the same dignity as 
before. " Because I so love you and admire you ! 
Because, though you lived a thousand years, yet 
you would never find on this earth a more loyal 
and faithful friend than I ! " 
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Philip bowed his head for an instant. Then he 
lifted it. " Abbott," he cried, " forgive me ! " and 
stretched out both his hands. While Ogilvie 
took them in either of his own, ** Forgive me ! " the 
younger man repeated, and at the same instant 
he burst into a flood of tears. 
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IX, 



" My dear Ethel," said Camilla, on the afternoon 
of this same day, " I really hope you are not going 
to wear that martyrized face much longer. It's 
very becoming ; it makes you look like a Fra An- 
gelico Madonna, but it's depressing, and besides, it 
conceals, however poetically, a fit of sulks." 

Lady Ethel's eyes moistened while she said : 

" If I appear as I feel, it is not my fault. You 
have made me very unhappy, and I can't help show- 
ing it." 

" Nonsense," lauglied Camilla. " You're going 
with me to a huge American city, where most of 
the people to whom you're presented will feel like 
falling on their knees before you and worshipping 
you for your title." 

" That will surely not be pleasant," the girl said. 

" Oh, will it not ? You haven't had much wor- 
ship as yet ; you ^on't know how pleasant it is. 
I expect to have a swarm of people about you 
in no time — the smartest kind of people, too.'* 



Digitized 



by Google 



140 LOADED MCE. 

^' Yes," Lady Ethel said, with weary bitterness *, 
"you will parade nie to suit your own cold-blooded 
purposes, after terrifying me through treachery 
into being your slave. I've half a mind," she went 
on, with voice rising ai'id Vehement, " to let you do 
your very worst. Better that, perhaps, than to be 
cowed as you want to cow me." . 

"Ah, you think it better," said Camilla. "I 
explained to you yesterday how jolly a time wom^n 
with blemished names happen to have, and espe- 
cially in your own dear England." 

" Then why," the girl cried, in a strange blend- 
ing of defiance and entreaty, " threaten me with 
the chances of such a curse? " -^ 

"I don't threaten you, Ethel. I've taken away 
all threat. You will have not merely a safe career 
with me, but a brilliant one. You may jnarVy, if 
you choose, some charming and high-positioned 
American, with a lot of solid wealth. It> isn't as 
if you were merely Lady Ethel Trefusis ; youVe 
that and you're more — an immense deal more. 
You're beautiful, and still so young that the next 
ten years will only add to your beauty. It's merely 
a question of lifting your hand to be the fashion in 
New York, and reign so till you've made a gireat 
match. Now, in the name of common-sense, is this 
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being a ' slave ' ? — is this being ' cowed * ? — is this 
anything except a prospect that any sane girl might 
covet?" 

" I don't covet it," came the answer; " I don't 
want it. I want the letter that you pretended to 
burn and did not. I want my freedom." 

" Ah, you do ? " said Camilla, showing her bright, 
even teeth in a smile that was like lit ice. " If I 
wished to be rude, my dear, 1 would call you a fool. 
I don't wish to be rude, and I will simply say that 
before a year is past you'll thank me for using this 
little forcible meai>s of coercion. If I gave you 
your liberty you'd go to Kent and vegetate among 
its hc^fields for a month or two. Then you'd 
secure a place somewhere in England as governess, 
dropping your title as an earl's daughter. Your 
position would be preposterous, and very soon 
somebody would pierce through your disguise. 
England is so full of stiobs that one of them would 
be sure to biing you to earth in no time. It would 
probably be a man — perhaps the bachelor curate 
of the vilhxge. He'd offer himself, and you'd ac- 
cept him. Poverty and duhiess would follow. 
Your birth would be fully recognized, and at forty 
you'd find yourself the mother of several children, 
Kmiled on by all the county people and boring 
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yourself to death darning your husband's common- 
place hose and revising his still more commonplace 
sermons. . . . Now the other side of the picture, so 
to speak, is the course I hold out to you. It's " 

" I don't care to see the other side of the picture. 
I'm not ambitious, like you. I ask you for my 
liberty, which is to ask you for that letter. Our 
natures are different ; I can't live happily with you. 
I should always be remembering your deceit, your 
falsehood, your cruelty. Let me leave you. I'm 
not politic, perhaps, in speaking like this, but I 
don't know how to be politic. I only know how 
to tell you that I've never wronged you, and that 
quite apart from honor you should have pity 
enough — sheer human, womanly pity enough — to 
let me go my w«iy in security, in peace ! " 

Camilla fluttered one scornful hand up into the 
air and glanced at its motions for a second before 
she allowed it to fall. "You say truly that yon 
don't know how to be politic I " she exclaimed, 
" Well, Ethel, I shall try to teach you I And if 
the schooling costs you many hard though silly 
pangs, it will be no one's fault but your own." 

" Ah," said Lady Ethel, with a new look pos- 
sessing her face — a look of despair so vivid that it 
struck fear for the first time tlirough her watcher's 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOADED DICK i43 

determined heart — " I sha'n't beg mercy of you 
again I I've learned how useless that is! I'll just 
bear this outrage as long I can, and then— then, if 

I can't l)ear it any longer, I'll " She shuddered 

visibly, leaving the sentence unfinished, and covered 
her face with both hands. In another instant she 
withdrew her hands, and turning rapidly, hastened 
with a kind of reeling step from the room. 

Camilla drew a deep breath, after this really 
tragic exit, and transiently closed her eyes. Then 
she took several hurried paces toward the door by 
which Lady Ethel had disappeared. Soon, how- 
ever, she paused, and bowed her head, staring 
hard at the floor. It must be told of her that for 
a fleeting space her breast had brimmed with pity. 
The woman she had once been — the woman who 
had given free and often wayward play to the 
dictates of nature, of impulse, of passion — strug- 
gled, so to speak, against the mundane bonds 
wherewith she had shackled it. Then came revul- 
sion, and once more she was her new, frigid self. 
No ; the girl was fool enough to be duped ! let her 
go on thinking that letter was a Damoclean sword. 
Before she found out that she was actually free, 
and that her little adventure with Duquesne was 
in itself an unsoiling occurrence which could bring 
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odium only on the man who had insulted hei 
purity, she would have played her aidful part 
and served the ends foreseen and calculated. 

"I accepted Philip Dwinelle to-day," ran 
Camilla's thoughts, "but I told him we must be 
married in New York with his mother's and his 
sistei's full consent and sanction. Lady Ethel 
shall stand at my side in Grace Church ( I prefer 
that it shall be Grace Church, of all others) and 
I'll hand her my bouquet when I reach the altar. 
That will read nicely in the newspapers — those 
dreadful photographic New York newspapers, 
which have so waked my wrath and disgust in 
other days — that Lady Ethel Tref usLs, the intimate 
young English friend of the bride, stood up with 
her at this second wedding." 

Presently Camilla passed from the little draw- 
ing-room and went into her own bedroom, which 
adjoined it. Thence she crossed a small corridor 
and stood still beside a closed door which led into 
Lady Ethel's apartment. She had it in her mind' 
to say some conciliatory though not relenting 
thing. At least she could check any tendency to- 
ward desperate action which might menace this 
aggrieved young spirit. For, after all, the girl be- 
lieved herself guilty o^^a shocking imprudence, and 
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one that society would hold ciiminal. Her jailer's 
pity may have died, but a lurking dread had not. 
Camilla rested her hand on the knob of the door, 
and then noiselessly turned it. There was no yield- 
ing; Lady Ethel had. locked liei-self in her room. 

And now, at once, Camilla caught the sound of 
heavy sobs. Tiiough hateful to her, they were in 
a way reassuring. Emotion like that was not of 
the insane or suicidal sort ; on the contrary, it im- 
plied a healthy safeguard against all mad rashness 
of deed. Irresolute once more, she stood fascinated 
by those plaintive sounds. What if she flung up 
this part of the game, after all, and let the poor 
girl go? Philip Dwindle was at her feet; as his 
wife she could snap her fingers at her own past. 
What if she had mailed her soul in steel? — why 
not concede this one flaw in its hard panoply ? 

Another second, perhaps, and she would have 
knocked. But just then a near footstep made her 
turn. Her maid-servant, bearing a card, had 
come in search of her. 

She took the card and gave it a glance. Then 
her color ebbed a little, though she said firmly, 
while gazing at the name of Abbott Ogilvie : 

" Show the gentleman at once into the drawing- 
room." 

10 
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She herself moved thither as the servant retired. 
She had quite forgotten Lady Ethel, sobbing there 
in that locked chamber. " Will it be war ? " she 
asked herself, waiting now in the drawing-room, 
all grace and repose. " Ah, yes, it is going to be 
war. For what other purpose lias he come? " 
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When Ogilvie entered the room she received 
him with the kind of bow that might have been 
called colorless. She stood beside a table on 
which gleamed a fresh basket of big pink roses 
that Philip had sent her only a few hours ago. 
Her dress was of yielding violet stuff, and she had 
put one of the pink roses where it clad her bosom 
in sculpture-like plaits below a bit* of old lace. 
She made (unconsciously, perhaps) what an artist 
would have termed a good effect of composition. 
Ogilvie, with his gloves grasped in one hand and 
his hat and stick filling another, stood and faced 
her after a bow as neutral as her own. 

" You never cared for an easy chair, did you ? " 
said Camilla. "Will you take that one, then? 
It's just to your taste, I imagine, neither too hard 
nor too soft." Her composure was perfect, and 
they had both seated themselves before Ogilvie, 
in a secretly revolted way, had done admiring it. 
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" I've heard of your engagement to Philip," he 
then said. 

" Ah ? " She picked off an effete petal of the rose 
in her bosom and Ciist it on the floor. " Did he 
tell you ? But why should I ask that ? He must 
have told you. Nobody else knows of it yet." 

" Except yourself." 

^' Oh, naturally." 

"Naturally enough," his quiet voice insisted, 
" since you allowed it." 

"Allowed it?" she laughed, lightly satiric. 
" You refer to our plighted troth as if it had been 
an impertinence on his part." 

"I don't think that," he said ; "of course not. 
I think it ooe on yours." , 

Her face hardened as Philip had never yet seen 
it do. " An impertinence to whom, pray ? " she 
asked. 

" To him." 

" Oh, I see. You've come here to be brutal. I 
thought you had." 

" There are times when what you call brutality 
cannot be shirked." 

She sneered, lifting her fine, small head a little 
higher. " It can be met, though. It can be met 
with defiance — or contempt." 
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" You can meet it as you please," replied Ogilvie. 
" But in so doing you should not forget that I am 
a firm friend of Dwindle, his very earnest admirer." 

'' How am I to take your words ? As a threat ? " 

" Call them by that name if you please." 

"I will, then. And the threat is of what 
nature ? " 

" You can guess." 

" I prefer to be told." 

" Well, then, you must not marry Philip. You 
must not and shall not." 

She patted one hand with the other, in dainty 
irony of applause. " T^at is what you mean ; I 
did guess it, but I wanted to be sure I was right. 
Prevent this marriage if you dare." 

" I've heard that tone from you before — not quite 
so accentuated, but still the same tone." 

She was looking straight into his eyes, with her 
head leaned a little forward and the line of her lips 
grown tense even to grimness. " Prevent this 
marriage if you dare," she repeated. " There is 
only one way. I defy you to use that way." 

" I do not wish to use that way," he said, in cold 
undertone. 

" You do not wish ! You might wish a thousand 
times, and yet you would not take so vile a step. 



Digitized 



by Google 



160 LOADED DICE. 

You would have your honor always ready to pre- 
vent it. I said this to you not so very long ago ! 
I say it again to-day. I was candor itself with you 
then ; I am candor itself with you now. Respect, 
esteem, admire, love Philip Dwinelle all that you 
can; it will make no difference — not a whit. 
You can't betray me to him. What was the phrase 
I employed then ? Ah, I remember it ; I said that 
you hadn't it in you to play against me like this 
with loaded dice. I was right, and I still stick to 
it that I was right. I don't say he wouldn't believe 
you if you spoke straight out. But you will not 
speak. I shall marry him — I shall marry him in 
New York, with his mother, the patrician old Mrs. 
Dwinelle at my wedding, and his sister, too, the 
haughty and exclusive Mi-s. Lexington. And I 
intend to make him an excellent wife. You think 
my project wholly a worldly one. Well, it is ; 
but worldliness wasn't always the keynote of my 
being. I never did evil for the mere sake of evil. 
I was never animal. I simply let myself go, and 
yielded to caprice, sentiment, passion, in the way 
men yield to such pressures without getting more 
than mildly blamed. I've grown adamant since 
you knew me, but I can alter back again to my old 
self. And I shall when I'm Philip's wife." 
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" God help him if you had the chance ! " 

" Oh, I don't mean that I shall ever cause him 
one jealous twinge. Not I ! But I'll soften again— 
I'll soften to him. What has made me cunning 
and calculating has been the sense of lost repute. 
Let me once win that back, and I'll treat the past as 
a lesson rather than even a remorse ; I'll have 
twenty moral and womanly thoughts for every 
folly or misdeed of former years. You men talk 
of * reforming,' and do reform — sometimes. We 
women talk of it, aspire to it, and are kicked for 
our pains back into the place we try to climb from. 
But I don't choose to be kicked back. Just now 
you might do it, but, as I said, you dare not." 

He had seemed to listen with good heed, though 
of late he had sat with his profile turned toward 
her and one clenched hand sunk into his cheek as 
he rested an elbow on the table near by. When 
she ended he remained quite still ; but presently he 
gaiye her a full view of his face again, letting his 
form droop forward a little, though not with the 
least hint of languor. She knew so well every 
shade of change his features could wear, that before 
he spoke she wa% conscious of almost the very 
tone he would use. 

It was a tone of iron, though neither loud nor 
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low. " I put no trust in any reformation of the 
sort to which you doubtless refer," he said. " I don't 
believe you could find a sane man who would put 
trust in it. But let that pass. I should be loth 
— excessively loth — to resort to what they would 
call here les grands mot/ens. And yet, rather than 
see you Philip Dwinelle's wife I would tell him 
everything.'* 

She grew white, and the lids for a moment veiled 
her darkly brilliant eyes. " You would be such a 
beast ? " she said, and shuddered. " You ! '* 

" Yes, I ; " replied Ogilvie. He rose, the picture 
of tranquil resolve. 

" You speak of my honor," he pursued. " Have 
you not forgotten the loyalty that I owe to my 
friend ? Does not that, too, deserve the name of 
* honor ' ? Must you claim all allegiance and he 
none? Pray, by what right havfe you this monop- 
oly? Would he marry you if the truth were 
told him ? It is infamy that you should marry him 
without his knowledge of what you have been. If 
he once knew that, he might become, provided 
he chose, your willing victim, but he could not 
become your unconscious one. Men who live by 
codes and rules of caste and form act from them 
in cases like this, and would fall the easy prey to 
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your present argument. But I am a man who 
presumes to think for himself. It is because of 
this assumed prerogative that I now give you 
your chance of leaving Paris at once and breaking 
with Dwiuelle forever." 

. At this point Camilla rose. Her eyes were fii»e, 
her face was marble. «You*re beneath con- 
tempt," she gasped. 

"Place me as far below your contempt as you 
may see fit. I can endure it. My terms are plain : 
Quit Paris and go to some part of Europe where 
for two years (two good, whole years, mind) 
Philip cannot find you. Break with him forever. 
Let there be no trickery, no game of neat hoodman- 
bliud. You'll be safe, then, from my exposure. 
Otherwise, prepare to meet it." 

" No, no," she said, as he finished ; " I can't 
believe it of you ; I will not, Idb not ! " She shook 
her head quickly, in flurried negation. " You're 
not so base. You're not such a scoundrel." 

" Try me," he answere 1. 

A tigerish wrath disfigured her in a trice." I will 
try you — I will, I will ! " she stormed at him, 
though her voice was not high, possibly because 
rage choked it. " And if you do this vile thing to 
j^ woman who has trusted you, I'll not fall so quick 
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that I can't drag you with me. Mark that — look 
to that, my fine braud-new moralist I They'll cut 
you in your olubs when they leai^i what I'll tell 
them. You prate to me of code and caste. I'll 
show you there's a thing a man eati do that will 
scorch his name as black as if he'd been a card- 
cheat ... 60 you're through, thee ? You've stated 
your ' terms,' as you ciill them? " 

" No, not yet," he said, with the i4iig of his calm 
voice as different from the hoarse iiish of hers as 
the tide-plash on a rock from the buffet of a surge 
there. " Not quite yet,*' he continued. " I demahd 
that the force you've used and are using to keep 
near you a good and innocent girl be at once relin- 
quished. Lady Ethel Trefusis no longer wishes to 
live with you. You've gfot some hold upon her ; 
you've terrorized her in some odd, mysterious way. 
Remove that ban. My ' terms' ii>clude this acton 
your part as well as the other act just named • . . 
There's no need to feign such dismay. If it's 
born of my unforeseen information on tliis head, 
let me tell you that I've lately had a talk or two 
with that unhappy girl in the Gardens of tiie 
Tuileries, — where she went, very possibly, while 
you were receiving the devotions of Dwindle." 

But Camilla had shown no dismay, either real 
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or feigned. She had started and recoiled only 
because anger bade her do so. She was quivering 
with anger alone as she now said : 

" I cast your terms back into your face. I'd like 

to spit them^back into it ! . . T " She caught 

her throat with one hand and held it thus for a 
brief while. Then with a lifting of the lips that 
revealed either row of her teeth and spoiled her 
beauty under the spell of a vulpine sneer, " I'll 
give up neither Ethel Trefusis nor Philip Dwi- 
ndle," she cried ; " I'll keep them both. Play 
Judas till you're sick of it. I'll fight you at your 
own low game. You sha'n't make me yield a jot." 

With the least faint shrug of the shoulders 
Ogilvie turned and quickly passed from the room. • 
'* Called a coward, a liar and a Judas, all in one 
day," he reflected. " What a blissful experi- 
ence I " 

He knew her so perfectly that he may have 
calculated this abrupt form of exit as the one most 
likely to fill her with fear. If this were true he had 
rightly judged, for his feet had hardly touched the 
hall before she was seized with an agonized yearn- 
ing to hurry after him and retract her recent words. 
But she did not yield to the longing, and Ogilvie 
passed quietly downstair^. 
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His late parting with Philip had by no means 
pleased him. Recovering from the weakness of 
his teai-s, Pliilip had soon afterward left the H8tel 
des Deux Mondes in a state which his friend, if he 
had been a woman, would have called hysteric. 

" Don't let us talk of these matters again," he 
had said, pressing Ogilvie's hand. " Or, at least, 
not until I feel more clear-headed, more " 

" I understand," Ogilvie had replied, not under- 
standing at all except in the general sense that he 
had received firm assurance of Philip's regret for 
having insulted him, and far more than that, a 
warm confession of friendship, affection, love. 

" He believes," thought Philip's friend, after the 
departure, " that I am just what I have always 
been. But I don't doubt that her sorcery over 
him remains the same. To tell any man a woman 
whom he madly loves will make him this kind or 
that kind of a wife ! Pah ! what does it amount to ? 
Void verbiage. I was a dolt not either to have 
held my tongue or else to have used it after such 
a fashion that he would have called me twice, 
thrice, a coward, instead of merely once." 

Ogilvie now left the Rue Richepanse in a state 
of strong nervous disarray. But like most men, 
of whatever inws^rd build, he kept his perturbatipp 
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SO masked that no one, meeting him and scanning 
him in the keen Parisian sunliglit would have 
declared him wofully worried. 

He realized clearly to-day that a harsh and 
drastic issue would result from his past as Philip's 
friend, from his past as the former lover of the 
woman whom Philip was bent on wedding. Now 
the whole hateful problem glared at liim. Camilla's 
challenge was nothing, for the mere reason that it 
had come from her. But it was something for 
having come from her as the spokeswoman of a 
class, a distinct portion of public belief. Could any 
member of society dare public belief as he had 
stated his intention of doing? No, not without 
odium ; he plainly felt that the odium would prove, 
too, as awkward as a burr in one's hair. But how 
about the man who made up his mind to stand that 
burr in his hair? Let Camilla say — "Abbott Ogilvie 
contemptibly betrayed me to the world." He 
would have followed duty, and yet at the price of 
a tarnished fame. Men would point to him in 
future years and whisper : " Jealousy made that 
fellow do a damnable thing." It would always be 
jealousy, of course. You are never suspected of 
another motive when that one is possible of being 
ascribe^* 
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He flung himself into a chair in the pretty wrifc- 
ing-room of the hotel, with its glass doors giving 
glimpses of the exquisite, fanciful, beflowered 
courtyard. Two or three young Frenchwomen, 
all pretty and all in a tumult of gayety, were 
talking about a naughty French play at the 
Vaudeville, about an adorable new tenor at the 
Op^ra Comique, about being Parisian and happy 
and amusing oneself. They gesticulated with their 
long-gloved hands, and showed in prodigal smiles 
their milky teeth. Were not people of just that 
blithe stamp to be envied above all others? Why 
bother with this idea of duty when it involved 
strong discomforts and sacrifices? If Philip 
married Camilla in the full odor of New York and 
Knickerbocker caste, why, after all, should he not 
do so ? He was neither a baby at nurse, nor yet 
an unsullied stripling. " But as for me," inwardly 
growled Ogilvie, " Tm nothing except a Quixotic 
and self-tormenting simpleton." 

Later the stress of noble determination set like 
a tide into his spirit. The laughing ladies de- 
parted ; he was left alone with his own medita- 
tions, and these became solemn, austere. Right 
was right : that man gained the most out of life 
who never let such sv faith w^ver. High goals 
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were the best, though you reached them with 
bleeding feet. He who has been true to his own 
soul need not grieve if thousauds pelt him with 
scorn. 

Meanwhile Ogilvie had scarcely quitted the house 
in the Rue Richepause when Duquesne presented 
himself there. 

" I received your note," he said, " and am far 
from being shocked, as you hinted that I might 
be. I haven't the money now, but I shall be able 
to supply you with it in a day or two." 

" You're vastly good," said Camilla. " Before I 
go to America I must buy a few di-esses." 

" Before you go to America ! " he exclaimed. 
"And you coolly speak that way of what you 
believe our final separation ? " 

"Oh, yea — what else can I say? These sums 
are all loans, you know ; I've kept the strictest 
account of them. They will be returned to you 
after . . • after I get home." 

" As if I cared for that ! " Duquesne muttered, 
tossing one big hand into the air. " How can 
any money repay me for the loss oiyou ? . . . I have 
hated to think you were really going. I have never 
believed it." He grew pale as he now stared into 
her &ce. " Good God ! I may as well tell you the 
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truth about my own convictions. They're these : 
that you'll never return — that you'll stay here and 
be my wife." 

" Call them delusions, not convictions," replied 
Camilla. 

"I cannot — I will not. But, dame^ you are 
not looking yourself ! What is it ? You make me 
fancy that somebody has been causing you pain." 

" Somebody has." 

*' Indeed? Who? Not Monsieur Dwindle, I 
hope." 

" No. Far from it. Julien Duquesne, I've some- 
thing to tell you about that man." 

" That you've promised to marry him ? " 

"Yes." 

Duquesne folded his large arms and leaned back 
in his chair. " And you want those six thousand 
more francs, I suppose, to pay for your wedding- 
garments." 

" I've agreed to marry him in New York." 

" Ah, what cold-blooded cruelty for you to tell 
me this ! " 

" Not cruelty at all — frankness. You can't accuse 
me of the least deception. I've never said to you 
but one thing — that if I ever married again, my 
second husband would be of my own country. 
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Philip Dwinelle is a man of brilliant position and 
great wealth. You know so much of my past ! 
Until lately I had hoped you would serve me in the 
r81e of a faithful friend. This reyolt in you has 
distressed me beyond speech. * At last,' I had said 
to myself, ' fate brings me an ideal adviser, whose 
devotion will be un marred by mere sentimentality 
of love-making.' You had so often assured me 
that you had my happiness at heart, after learning 
from me how unhappy my past had been ! " 

"I spoke the truth," he answered gloomily, 
" But you blame me for adoring you. As if it 
were in my power to do otherwise ! " 

" Ah, you might forget the lover in the friend I 
You're no longer young." 

"My meeting you has made me so. I never 
loved any woman till I looked into your eyes.'* 

She sat silent for quite a while, gazing downward. 
" But can't you see that I'm out of your reach? " 
she suddenly asked him. "Though I'm not so 
old as you by a number of years, Julien, my heart 
is older than yours. Half of it is quite withered, 
and the other half is full of wrinkles. I have out- 
lived all passion ; I mean to marry for ambitious 
reasons only. To-day a horrible obstacle has risen 
to prevent this marriage. Ah, if you would but 
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help to remove it ! There's a way ... a way that 
flashed through my mind only a moment before 
you came. Why should I not count on your ser- 
vice ? You've taught me to do so— you've been 
unspeakably kind." 

*' Any service but that," he said ; and his yellow- 
ish eyes kindled as he added : " You don't expect 
me to regret, surely, that the marriage has been 
prevented ! '* 

" Yes, I do ! I do ! " Her look sent its full dark 
splendor into his ; she clasped her hands, and for a 
moment lifted them, with pathetic entreaty. " I've 
no one else to call upon but you, Julien ! A great 
treachery has been planned against me. You would 
say so if you heard what it was ; you would feel 
like punishing with blows the man willing to era- 
ploy it. And indeed I have grown to look upon 
you as a sort of protector. But now, when I need 
you supremely, to be so disappointed ! " 

Her tears came, and they were of genuine out- 
flow, not of the skill-born kind which certain 
actresses can weep at will. " For months past," 
she went on, " I have had but to stretch out my 
hand and you were there. I had grown so used to 
it. ' A perfect friend ! ' I had called you in my 
own thoughts. Ah, why can't you, why won't you, 
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remain that perfect friend? We could see one 
another in New York, or I would return to Europe, 
and we could meet that way. The relationship is 
so charming as it stands, and yet this one nobly 
disinterested act would make it even more charm- 
ing still!" 

He watched her in silence for some little time, 
and she found it hard to guess what import his 
expression now conveyed. He seemed to have 
made it intentionally neutral. At length he rose, 
joined his hands behind him, and walked slowly 
to one of the windows. She had followed hiiu both 
with her tearful eyes and the kind of imploring 
lissomeness portrayed by the bends of her figure. 

" Who is the person who threatens to prevent 
your marriage ? " he asked. 

" A man you have met. Abbott Ogilvie." 

Duquesne slightly shrugged his shoulders. 
" And pray, how can he prevent it ? " 

"Ah, that is what I must tell you I " 

*' And my part in this scheme of prevention ? " he 
inqnired, quitting the window and re-approaching 
her with hands still locked behind him. 

She rose, and for a moment they faced one an- 
other mutely. " Your part, if you only would serve 
me, would b$ this ; you'd force Abbott Ogilvie to 
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— to go out with you — make it impossible that 
in this country he should refuse — and then . . ." 

" I see. Kill him. But suppose I should fail ? " 

" You'd not fail. You once told me that you 
were the cleverest of adepts both with pistol and 
sword. And how can I doubt it, seeing, as I have 
done, your wonderful sleight of hand ? " 

Duquesne threw himself back into his chair. 
" What a terrible woman you are ! " he said, al- 
most below his breath. "You talk of my not 
loving you. If I didn't love you I should detest 
you, I think. . . . Well, there is a great deal more, 
is there not? I begin to scent disclosures which 
ought to make the killing of this Monsieur Ogilvie 
somewhat pleasant." 

He could hardly have used words which would 
more have tempted a full confession from his 
hearer. At once, and in a tumult of hurrying 
sentences, she began such a confession. 
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XI. 



The course which Camilla now took meant one 
of the worst follies of her life. But its excuse 
could be found, if found at all, in a reluctance to 
admit that Julien Duquesne really cared for her 
with the romantic intensity he would have had her 
believe. For weeks after they had first met he had 
never breathed to her a syllable of this worship 
which later became so patent through his speech. 
During such time she grew accustomed to an al- 
most dog-life servility in his demeanor, though one 
that was lifted above that humble meaning by the 
value of certain helping deeds. Inperceptibly to 
herself she got into the mode of regarding him as 
a man whose heart had been the hostelry of many 
jMWsions, and whose future was more like a land- 
scape on which the moon hours ago has set than 
one in which bough, field or stream waits her 
transfiguring silver. She had formed the idea that 
experience had steeped this man in its utmost 
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waters, that the feast of life was for him an affair 
to which the senses had come like delayed and 
greedy servants, after their betters, the spirituali- 
ties, had left empty chairs. When the tidings 
were first given her that he had till now loved no 
other woman, she treated him very much as she 
might have done if he had told of a headache 
severe enough for its continuance to make him leap 
from the VendSme column. Was he not a French- 
man, and did they not all over-color the universe, 
from a grass-blade to a sunset ? There seemed, too, 
an element of the ludicrous in this gallantry of 
hypocrisy. As if she, mentally so worn a world- 
ling herself, could credit stuff like that from such a 
veteran votary I She did credit it, however, when 
sincerity gave to his ardors the accent there was 
no mistaking. But earlier impressions dwelt with 
her, and produced periods of skeptic ' distrust. 
Even yet it struck her as impossible that into a 
spirit so furrowed by the ravage of disillusioning 
years there should have dropped a seed which 
could find rich enough soil there to flower ideally. 
If he had been still but a little nearer thirty, the 
matter would not have dazed credence in the same 
degree. But he was past an age when the sea or 
the sward is more than a mere blue, a mere green. 
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Now and then she discovered herself making fun 
of this vaunted infatuation. From the first it had 
never flattered her; often it had rather heavily 
bored her ; and at all times she had regretted that 
it should have sprung up in place of the half 
paternal, half platonic intimacy she would have 
craved. 

Her present confession was made in pell-mell 
form. She had ended it almost before its real 
meaning had yet shot through her listener's brain. 
If she had loved him in the least she would rather 
have torn out her tongue than told him what she 
told now. Before the utterance of her final words 
he was pitiably agitated, grasping his big, airy, 
saffron moustache as though this act gave him pain, 
but pain which wrought, just then, a counter-spell 
of ease. When silence came he broke it by the 
sharp question — " Did you love this man, Ogilvie, 
that he succeeded in making you mad? " 

" I loved him — ^yes." 

« And now ? " 

" Now ! I detest him— I '^ 

** Ah, yes ; of course. You wish me to kill him 
— to get him out of the way. You're done with 
him ; he has served his turn. Parbleu^ it makes one 
think of Messalina, or the Russian Catharine I " 
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** Julien I My position is so horrible I I have 
not a friend in all the world but you. Perhaps I 
do not deserve one. But surely you must see how 
that man is degrading himself ! " 

" And — defeating you." 

"Ah, yes, if 3'ou will," she said, leaning back 
and shading her face for an instant with one hand. 
"I've nearly died of shame, Julien, in telling it 
all ! " she abruptly continued, and he saw that she 
was now trembling with violence. 

"You've wine here?" he said. " Or shall I 
ring?" 

" No 1 don't ring. You'll find something there 
in the sideboard — liqueur or cognac. I'm not sure 
what there is. Bring me anything." 

He brought her a glass of some cordial in a few 
more moments. After she hud drank it her trem- 
ors began to cease. Duquesne dropped on his 
knees at her feet, and seizing her hand held it close 
against his lips. 

" Does this mean," she presently asked, " that 
you pity me, forgive me, or are willing to aid me ? " 

" It means," he answered, " that I love you in 
spite of what you've told me. Heaven knows, I 
haven't lived a life myself that would bear strong 
daylight on its doings." 
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She sprang up from her chair and left him, 
hurrying to a further part of the room. " Oh, I 
see ! I see ! " broke from her quite wildly ; " you'll 
do nothing for me ? You'll only talk like that ! 
You'll — you'll only seek to take advantage of me 
after my miserable recital ! " 

While he stood watching her, now, from the dis- 
tance that she had caused to widen between them, 
" How," he queried, " can I sanely answer your in- 
sane demand? Of course Ogilvie is a cheap and 
low wretch to threaten you." 

" Well ? " she cried, throwing her arms broadly 
apart, with a great gesture of entreaty and despair, 
"then why will you not save me from him if you 
can?" 

" Mon Dieu ! save you from him ? And for what 
reason? That you may marry this Philip Dwi- 
ndle ? You forget that you've just disclosed to me 
how enormously human you yourself have been. 
But you demand that I shall not be human at all 
— that my veins shall be of as slight account as 
those which run through marble, and that my 
pulses shall beat like the ticks of a watch. Be- 
sides, pray reflect for a moment. This Ogilvie, 
this lean fellow with a skin like the shell of a drab 
nut and the air of avoiding an enthusiasm as if it 
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were a microbe, this lank wooden image before 
whom you admit that you once lighted your tapers 
and set your incense fuming " 

" Oh, spare me, please ! " 

"This highly American and bloodless human 
being, I say, would treat a challenge precisely as 
he chose. That is, he would most probably refuse 
to fight. If cowardly enough to disclose one of 
those secrets which we Europeans hold to be of all 
others the most sacred, he would assuredly never 
wince at having himself branded with shame 
that was only a little less black. My calling him 
out, as you term it, wouldn't do the faintest good. 
He wouldn't go." 

" He would go ; he would be compelled to go," 
she insisted. " It is certain the one kind of com- 
pulsion needful would lie in the force and sting of 
your insult. For, after all, I must give him his 
due : Philip Dwindle has been his friend for years, 
and is greatly respected by him, greatly beloved. 
For that reason he thinks the . . . the warning I 
spoke of a matter of strictest justice." 

" You did not so idealize his intent when you 
first made me aware of it." 

"True. But I feel, now, that he deserves to 
have this real motive recorded of him." 
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Duquesne gave a laugh, low and full of scoff. 
Whatever his actual character, he had enough 
Latin blood to view as fabulously false this mode 
of explanation. Still, for reply, he chose merely 
to say : " Why should you take for granted that, 
after hearing. Dwindle should believe ? " 

" Oh, he would be sure to believe ... he is a 
man." 

" And he would require no proofs? " 

" Oh, yes." 

" And get them from his extraordinary friend ? " 

" Yes — perhaps." 

"You mean letters?" 

"Ogilvie may have saved certain letters. I 
dare say that he has. And yet I should not 
groundlessly judge him there, nor will I. . . . Oh, 
Julien, listen : A note from me now, at this hour, 
to Abbott Ogilvie, would delay the breaking of 
those dreadful tidings to Philip Dwinelle. If you 
will only agree to stand by me, I will write this 
note. You yourself may see it written and bear 
it from this room afterward, if so you choose. In 
it I will beg Abbott to postpone all action for a 
few days. He will not refuse me that boon. 
And ... his consent will give you time, if you 
really are willing to befriend me." 
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After a long silence, during which she stared at 
him across the room with devouring eyes, Duquesne 
said: 

" Well, write the note, if you choose." 

At these words Camilla bounded toward him. 
" Oh, you are so good — so nobly kind ! " she broke 
forth. Then, in another instant, she had thrown 
her arms about his neck and pressed a kiss on his 
forehead. Afterward she drew back from him 
with a hysterical laugh, while he gazed at her in a 
grave way not at all among his wonted sorts of 
expression. 

Absorbingly as he cared for her, the kiss gave 
him no happier sense than that of a faint, loitering 
sting. . . . When, about a half-hour afterward, he 
quitted her apartments, the note to Ogilvie was in 
his pocket, but in the heart that chanced to be just 
below it slept a purpose which his late companion 
might have shuddered indeed to divine. 

That heart, strange or normal organ though it 
was, now underwent somewhat potent throes. 
Duquesne, as it seemed to himself, was soon stroll- 
ing under the faded little serried trees of the 
Cours-la-Reine with the step of a drunken man, 
and surveying with the dubious eye of one what 
barges glided along the river between himself and 
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the Quai de la Conference. He was not frenzied, 
though swayed by enough agitation to make him 
feel as if he had the mien of really being so. The 
afternoon had clouded, and the Seine gave only 
sullen, steely glances between its low stone embank- 
ments and its bridges with their picture-book 
trimnessand charm. A chill wind blew the brown 
leaves which had fallen already and drove down 
others to join, like new tiny volunteers, in the 
rustling funereal march. It is odd liow a sudden 
gloom of her sky will make Paris repel us as 
unlovely. We are used to her light tints and 
holiday touches of ornateness, of embellishment, 
which blend so aptly with a favoring sun. One 
accepts her arcliitecture, her general planning, as 
if they were terms in some agreement that he 
should bide with her a year or even a month, and 
when the heavens grow unkindly such terms affect 
one as a rupture of contract to be resented fortli- 
with. For Paris, with all her solid magnificence, 
is like a beauty whose complexion beams the best 
under discreet lights. London, on the other hand, 
has need of no lights at all, except it be those in 
her yellow fogs, her fantastic mists and hazes. 
Paris coquettes with the sun ; London can afford 
to ignore it. The French town is like a blonde 
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beauty who is never quite sure of herself without 
certain pearls or diamonds. The English town is 
like one far less dainty, who would be apt to curl 
her lip if told that such gewgaws could prove 
adorning. Among the lures of Paris are tillgrees, 
gildings, arabesques ; among those of London are 
mystery, shadow and suggestion. 

At last Duquesne halted, not far from the Pont 
de I'Alma, and then struck as straight north as he 
could till he reached the Avenue Friedland, thence 
gaining the Boulevard Haussmann. By this time 
he had taken a walk which most Parisians would 
have considered huge. But to-day it seemed 
trifling enough, though it brought calm to his 
fevered nerves. 

" I must soon get money for myself," he now 
thought, " whether I give her a franc of it or no.'' 
And then a sick sense of self-disgust came over 
him, one which he had lately felt more and more 
when this need of money had crossed his mind. 
Not long ago he had exulted in the large if malign 
power by which his depleted purse could be filled. 
Now this power woke in him no gladsome throe, as 
he reflected that he must soon put it to u^e. He 
abhorred the idea of putting it to use ; a new 
capacity of feeling had humanized for him the 
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entire universe. Hard to his fellow-men till re- 
cently, for days past he had found himself pitying 
them in this or that form of their countless 
miseries. He had dropped coins in the hands of 
beggars with a startled recognition of his own 
almsgiving. Natural beauty, too, had appealed to 
him in sudden novel ways. Crossing the Pont de 
Solf^rino but a day or two ago, he had caught 
himself leaning in rapt mood on its balusti-ade to 
watch a sunset off beyond the Champ de Mara, 
that seemed like a stair climbing into heaven, with 
steps hewn out of throbbing ruby. Again he had 
found himself heeding a cluster of lilac orchids in 
a florist's window on tlie Boulevard des Italiens, 
and thinking how one of these marvellous flowers, 
if it lived where music often could thrill its delicate 
symmetries, might borrow from the sweet contact 
a kind of individual voice and be thus the flower- 
like bird in place of the bird-like flower. Such 
distractions and such fancies had never before set 
snares for him. He had never before given greater 
regard to a sunset or a blossom than if either were 
a pebble or a drop of rain. Not that he had cast 
the emotions underfoot; a dull life of parental 
neglect and biting poverty, there in Belgium where 
he was born, had caused him to face the world, when 
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older, with callous nerves and a heart of bronze. 
Emotions, in the less material sense, he had never 
known, and for yeai-s his enforced fight against 
that species of fate which leaves us doubtful as 
to whether she will give us our bread butterless or 
not at all, kept his faculties on a constant greedily 
self-serving watch. Cliance one day drifted him 
into the employ of a professional conjuror. At 
first his duties were very slight, lying scarcely 
inside that nimbus of necromancy with which his 
master was clad. But later he grew to be a real 
familiar, with marked responsibilities. What he 
now constantly saw appealed to an aptitude in 
him which may have been either dormant or partly 
alert. After a while he left the conjuror, and with 
an idea of doing something in the line of a liveli- 
hood, attempted to reproduce certain of the more 
complex tricks in which his proficiency was com- 
plete. But he soon abandoned this form of pur- 
suit. Another, fraught with danger and yet prom- 
ising rich profit, had begun to entice him. It was 
so hideously dishonest that lie at first drew back 
from the conception of it with shame and dread. 
It was based on his past education under the tute- 
lage of the conjuror, though Duquesne was really 
a wizard of greater natural gifts than he. Plainly 
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put, the plaD meant living by theft. After certain 
struggles with conscience, he succumbed. For 
years he had continued this unique calling, one 
to which the skilled tactics of the most ordinary 
pickpocket were trivial indeed. Practising covert 
robberies, and almost always those from the per- 
son, he had wandered about among the capitals of 
Europe and often among its lesser towns as well. 
The story of his connection with a Berlin banking- 
house had been the boldest of myths. He occa- 
sionally won at cards, though he played seldom 
nowadays, and never swindlingly without a sense 
of planting rash feet on the verge of ruin. For all 
good card-players are in a way spies and detectives, 
and the very nature of one's juxtaposition to one's 
.opponent will somehow sow the air with potenti- 
alities of legerdemain. Now and then Duquesne 
would disclose to people a few of his wondrous 
accomplishments. Bnt he did not do this often, 
and when he did do it he always afterward cursed 
his own imprudence. Still, the uncanny triumphs 
that he sometimes achieved in secrecy gave him 
certain fits of reckless desire to let others know 
what invisible leaps his fingers could indulge in, 
or how an adroit little phrase would turn innocent 

eyes from this or that perilous point in his handi- 
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craft. These impulses, however, he had now quite 
controlled ; the last drawing-room exhibition of his 
finesse had been witnessed by Camilla on the 
evening that he and she first became acquainted. 
Since then the repugnance for his loathsome ti*ade 
had begun and deepened. Each time that money 
grew low with him (and he was entirely reckless 
about it, almost flinging it broadcast as soon as ac- 
quired), he would grind his teeth and clench his 
hands, telling himself that the new task of personal 
re-enrichment would cost him torments. He longed 
to make some grand nefarious master-stroke, and 
thus end want for months to come. He had kept 
himself afloat in a social way, since thus far no 
sliade of suspicion had touched his name. It was 
not an important name ; none of the great folk 
anywhere in Europe knew him, though he was on 
bowing terms, in France, Belgium, Germany, 
Austria, with a few of what are termed the petite 
nohlesBc. He even belonged to three or four fairly 
good clubs, and held his own there as a fellow of 
manners and wit. Not long ago he had been 
visited by a dread that the Paris police were 
watching him ; but latterly this feeling had van- 
ished, and he had convinced himself that his 
frequent meetings, on the boulevards or in caf^s, 
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with a certain grey-moustached and keen-eyed man 
whom he never caught regarding him, but who 
oddly had the incessant air of having just fiuishecl 
some such furtive process of scrutiny, concerned 
one who was really quite unaware of his existence. 
" If I could only make an immense coup ! " he 
thought, as he now moved along the Boulevard 
Haussmann. "But liow really to make it? Rob- 
bery from the person has always this one disadvan- 
tage — the citizen from whom you rob may be a 
millionaire ten times over, but if he carries in his 
purse five hundred louiB you're lucky to light on 
such a sum, and the chances are that you may not 
get an eighth of it." Then he reflected on certain 
audacious things he had done in the past as re- 
garded the stealing of jewels. There was that 
night when he had possessed himself of Madame 
Oliviera's magnificent diamond necklace. Ma- 
dame Oliviera was the wife of a great Mexican 
financier, and he had met her (a swarthy woman 
who blazed with gems) at an opera-ball in Vienna. 
He had caused her to fall, while waltzing with 
her there in the crowd of other waltzers, and to 
fall as if the mishap were not his own fault but 
that of an excessively awkward Hungarian oflScer 
who bad drunk too much wine. The Mexican 
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lady was quite uninjured when lifted to heB feet 
by the remorseful officer and himself ; but she was 
strongly nettled in temper, though not by any 
means at her partner. She had gone upstairs into 
one of the boxes in a superb state of sulks, when 
Duquesne himself called her attention to the 
missing riviSre, They went back again to the 
ball-room, she in a mood of wild search. Next 
day the jewels were widely advertised, but they 
never reappeared. Though quite successful and 
though seemingly quite unsuspected, Duquesne 
never had liked the tremendous caution with 
which he was now compelled to behave. Some of 
Madame Oliviera's diamonds were individually 
famous; he dared only to dispose of them in the 
most stealthy and underhand way, more than once 
cursing the dealers who gave him scarcely a tithe 
of their real worth. But the peril of retaining 
them in his possession kept him on constant thorns. 
He never entered his lodgings in the Rue de 
Richelieu without wondering if a gendarme would 
not march out of one of the closets. Oh, emphat- 
ically this sort of highwaymanship did not pay. 
Besides, the art of the thing had been atrocious — 
for him who had more than once taken the ring off 
a man's finger while talking to him, and afterward 
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rifled every one of his pockets while they discussed 
together the morale of Russia's attitude toward 
Servia. Ah, there was positive poetry in such 
exploits as those! " (Test le grand art!'' he had 
told himself then. And other times, too, when he 
loved the infernal subtleties of his " profession" and 
counted success in it almost as some archer might 
count the singing of an arrow along difficult yards 
of distance till it pierced the very heart of the 
mark. Could he ever forget that magnificent 
stroke of his after the races at Chantilly, when the 
old Marquis de Pontignac, near-sighted and exces- 
sively tipsy as well, mistook him for a Belgian 
friend, a nobleman of very high rank (whom, by 
the way, he decidedly resembled), and asked him 
to dine afterward at the Maison If Or? There 
chanced to be no one in that select cafi who knew 
either of them by sight, and over his Margaux 
and his Oiesler the marquis waxed very confiden- 
tial indeed. He had won a great sum at the races 
that afternoon, and bore it securely hidden be- 
neath two or three folds of broadcloth. This he 
told Duquesne, buttoned up in his trim grey 
frockcoat. Ah, yes, the sum was a hundred thou- 
sand francs in notes. He had it all there, in that 
tiTisty pocket below his second waistcoat. Did he 
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wear two waistcoats, he? Yes, and sometimes 
three as well, que diable ' "I detest a parde%%u%^'' 
he proceeded to explain, with his light, dull eye 
swimming viscously. " It spoils my figure ; you 
know, Chantignan, how you once congratulated me 
on my figure , I've never foigotten it, for you're 
not a man who throws compliments in the gutter." 
The marquis had an extremely slim figure, which 
age had now made angular and gaunt. He 
deliglited in keeping himself as tight-garmented 
as a grenadier , and to induce him to assume a 
more lax disposition of his coat-tront as the dinner 
progressed, that evening, alone cost his guest the 
delicate sophistries of a MachiaveL What followed 
seemed even to Duquesne miraculous, after he had 
achieved it. But this was only because his light- 
fingered dexterities had put every nerve in a state 
of tension. Afterward he said to himself, with a 
burst of vanity, " Yes, it wa% a miracle , but then I 
produce miracles when I am in the vein." 

Actually he secured the marquis's money before 
he left him that night. He believed it would be a 
hundred thousand francs, and he had already sworn 
to himself, before fixing his greedy eyes on the full 
sum, that this should be his stepping-stone to a 
degent livelihood and that bis sleight-of-hand 
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should forevermore remain dormant and unem- 
ployed. But curses rose to his lips when the 
hundred thousand francs proved only to be fifteen. 
Tlie winnings of the marquis, as he afterwards 
learned, had been great to the extent of that gen- 
tleman's avowal. But creditors had sprung up and 
buzzed about him before he could quit the racing- 
field. Garrulous old wreck of a gambler that he 
was, he had perhaps forgotten these later enforced 
disbursements ; or perhaps he had chosen, in his 
jaunty braggadocio, to conceal certain cold truths 
which would have challenged the picturesqueness 
of his disclosures. As it was, Duquesne ground 
his strong white teeth in fury over the failure of 
that grand coup. He began to be visited by one 
of those superstitions common among thieves. 
His luck was forever going to debar him from a 
supreme chance. Try hard as he might, the devil- 
ish adverse chance would be certain to trip and 
thwart him. . . . And now passing along the 
Boulevard Haussmann, he was beset not only by 
that antipathy to his vile mode of self-support which 
a pure and unegoistic passion had created, but he 
was equally visited by a discouragement born of 
what he might at one time insolently have termed 
his unmerited bad fortune. 
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Soon, before one of the largest cafSs in this 
quarter, where space and elegance mark nearly all 
such establishments, he perceived a little yellow, 
deep-wrinkled man with a stoop, who immediately 
afterward nodded to him. The little man was 
seated with an absinthe at one of the small tables. 
It needed but a step or two sideways for Duquesne 
to join him. He was nearly the oldest and most 
confirmed gambler in Paris, a man of excellent 
position years ago, but one who since then had 
squandered two or three distinct fortunes at play. 
His name was Duroc, and Duquesne and he had 
for a long time kept up a bowing acquaintance 
whenever they met in Paris. The old man had 
been dropped by all his clubs but one, an organiza- 
tion that permitted the wildest excesses at bacca- 
rat Here in past days Duquesne and he had 
played at the same board. One evening the for- 
mer had taken the bank and had done some dar- 
ing swindling which brought him in perhaps two 
thousand francs. Duroc had played against him, 
that evening, and had lost. The old man had al- 
ways remembered Duquesne, since that occasion. 
Not suspiciously, not even ungenially ; but there 
had been something queer about the way in which 
the cards ran. It was something memorably 
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queer ; that was all. He did not either doubt or 
blame the burly, auburn-locked Belgian ; he merely 
remembered him. 

" Ah, how goes it ? " he now said, and stretched 
out a skmny little claw of a hand to Duquesne. 

" I'm well, monsieur. And you ? Well, also ? 
Enchanted to learn it " 

Having thus spoken, Duquesne was about to 
pass onward, after lifting his hat a second time. 
Monsieur Duroc pointed to the iridescent fluid in 
his glass, however, and said, with a sort of wistful 
grin: 

" This astonishes you, does it not ? I mean, that 
such a withered old fellow as I am, with one foot 
in the grave, should dabble in such poison.** 

" Ah, monsieur wrongs himself ^*' began Du- 
quesne. 

"No, I don't,'' shot in the other. *'But I 
couldn't resist an absinthe this afternoon — just 
to celebrate my glorious and superb luck. Pray 
sit down and hear about it, will you not ? " 

" Really, monsieur, I should be ravished to do 
so; but " 

*' Pray humor an old man's whim. I must tell 
you what has happened to me. There was a great 
game going on at the Cercle D this afternoon ; I 
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dare say it is going on still. Young Prince Cos- 
petti, who married an American heiress, last year, 
set the ball i-olliiig. I seated myself with just ten 
louis^ and I've come away with — what do you 
suppose?" 

Duquesne, at this point, dropped into a chair 
close beside the speaker. '^ I've reallj'- no idea,*' he 
said. M. Duroc had suddenly become interesting. 
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" Ah," the old man soon recommenced, " I am 
walking on thrones. I don't see how I managed 
to quit the club without shrieks and leaps, for Fve 
had such horrible luck for so many months ! But 
to-day it all changed. Let me exphiin to you." 
By this time M. Duroc had thrust his thin arm 
within Duquesne's, as though swayed by an act- 
ual agony of confidence. *' You see, I went into 
the card-room, with my mere little handful of louis^ 
and there was that Florentine prince, just as I told 
you. . . ." After this followed an elaborate descrip- 
tion of the game as it progressed, recounted by 
the aid of a marvellous memory. 

In a little while Duquesne had begun to realize 
that the old man had won, by phenomenal turnings 
of the cards, a truly enormous sum. Was it three 
hundred thousand francs ? His actual statement 
could not be secured regarding his gains, but winks 
j^nd smiles and muttered responses made the fact 
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of this amount of winning seem excessively prob- 
able. Recollecting the Marquis de Pontignac 
and his apocryphal spoils, Duquesne was more 
than cautious in his attempts to reach the truth. 
But presently he did reach it. He ordered another 
absinthe for Duroc, of which the thrilled and 
delighted old gamester swore that he would not 
partake. But presently (influenced in no whole- 
some way by his former unaccustomed beverage) 
he sipped the pale emerald fluid and declared that 
he really had won three hundred thousand francs, 
and could, if he chose, then and there reveal 
them in good French billets de banqiie. 

*' Do you know, my dear Duquesne," he said, 
"the sole reason I've had for not stating just the 
full amount before ? " His voice had got to be a 
little thick by this time, and his manner, usually 
very serene, had grown confused. Like many 
professional French gamblers, he rarely drank a 
drop of stimulant except that light red wine at 
meals which replaces the dangerous native water. 
But his magnificent innings of to-day had been 
too much for him. Not in months before had he 
presumed to taste an absinthe ; not in years before 
had his brain so sadly lost its balance. 

" J would at once have iold you exactly hovf 
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much I took away with me," he now pursued, " if 
it had not been that I — I fancied you would not 
believe me. So many people would not, you 
know." 

"Not believe you, Monsieur Duroc?" exclaimed 
Duquesue. *' How could I help doing so if you 
had made the statement as one gentleman to 
another?" 

*' Ah, that is very nice ; it does me good. I'm 
not treated that way in the cercle. They used to 
be charming, just like that; but they're so no 
longer. Do you know, they think me a horrible 
nuisance there nowadays ? What happened to-day 
stunned them. They stared at one another while 
I gathered up my winnings and left. They didn't 
imagine I would depart till the end of the game. 
I never do if I've a louis left. One man, Antoine 
Crochelet (he's as bad as I am, and worse, for I've 
no wife alive and they say his goes in rags) mur- 
mured so loudly that I could hear him, something 
about the club getting every bou back again with- 
in the next week. But no, Duquesne, I've made 
a resolve this evening. I never mean to touch a 
card again. Ah, serment dHvrogne^ you'll say and 
all that ... I know, I know! But there's a little 
gfrandchild of mine — all in the way of blood-kin- 
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dred that now remains to me-— living in a tiny 
cottage at Neuilly. I love her very much ; they're 
all dead but she. And I'm going to little Berthe 
to-morrow morning. I often slip off there and 
stay a night or two, and Berthe, who is just eleven, 
with sunny hair and big brown eyes, loves to have 
her grandpapa come . . . Well, her grandpapa will 
come to-morrow and will stay with her there at 
Neuilly for the rest of his life. Oh, I mean it I 
I will improve the cottage grounds, I will train the 
pink roses more trimly about the porch ; perhaps 
I shall make myself a small vegetable garden — 
why not? It's better than a baccarat-table and 
twice as green. Ah, I mean to be so happy there 
with little Berthe ! And though it can't last long, 
though I'm surely not good for more than six years 
at the very most, it will always bring sucli joy to me 
while I live, to think that my darling granddaugh- 
ter will one day be a rich woman. They say grapes 
do not spring froip thistles, and that no good can 
ever come from money got as mine has been. But 
those are only peasants' tales. Berthe's money will 
be her own ; she can go to the bank and draw it 
with as high a head as she pleases. And what, after 
all, is the real way that half the fortunes in France 
bave been made ? Isn't it by gambling ? Look at 
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the Bourse. Isn't that roulette and baccarat and 
half a dozen other games mixed in one ? " He 
rubbed his fleshless hands together, and in his 
eyes were gleeful sparkles. " Ah, let them say 
what they choose. Little Berthe and I shan't mind 
them ; we've a trick worth two of that ! " 

Duquesne had seemed to listen with the most 
attentive sympathy. Presently he said : 

" And you're going right home, now, with all this 
money ? " 

" Yes. It is too late for the banks, you know. 

Otherwise Ah! what an escape that fellow 

had!" 

" But you see," sped Duquesne's voice, *' it wasn't 
an escape, after all." 

Both had risen, by this time. A man of silly 
rashness had attempted to dart across the slippery 
asphalt of the boulevard. Almost knocked down 
by one cab, he was instantly afterward struck by 
the wheels of another, wliich felled him, passed 
over him and left him there amid the cruel snaps 
of the Parisian whips and the oaths of startled 
drivers, weltering in a pool of /his own blood. 
Duquesne thought what child's-play his " profes- 
sional " labors with Monsieur Duroc might now 
become. A great surging crowd had formed in a 
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trice, and he and the old man found themselves 
for some time scarcely able to move. Duroc 
carried the brown-leather wallet which contained 
his late splendid windfall rather carelessly in a 
breast pocket. He had even told Duquesne that 
this was the repository of his thousand and five- 
hundred franc notes. How easy, in this throng, 
it would be to secure that wallet ! And yet, for a 
brief while this arch-thief paused, on the brink of his 
newest and greatest crime. As in a vision, the 
brown eyes and bright locks of little Berthe ap- 
peared to him ; she had pressed her face to a win- 
dow-pane and had the look of listening for an ex- 
pected step and of watching for a cherished form. 
. . . Then, as mist will blot out a reach of land, some 
swift though stealthy potency made this picture 
vanish. Duquesne saw the little yellow old French- 
man at his club on the following day, staking pile 
after pile of the money already won there, Berthe 
had never had a centime of it put by for her. That 
rosy idea was born of hysteria at his own rare 
luck, and the absinthe had helped on the hysteria. 
Serment dHvrogne^ indeed ! What else could it 
be ? Poor little Berthe, there at Neuilly, might go 
without soles to her shoes ; but Aristide Duroc 
could never live without play I 
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The crowd thinned a little. The poor wounded 
man was borne off with his face one red mask of 
blood. The Boulevard Haussmann became once 
more (beneath an evening heaven of odd, mist- 
veiled amethyst) a flurry of rushing cabs, cracking 
whips and clattering dravs. One little life gone, 
out of all life-teeming Paris ! What a mere drop 
taken from the ocean ! 

Slipping his arm into Duroc's, Duquesne led the 
old man back upon the sidewalk. " My dear 
monsieur," he said, when they had begun to walk, 
through the strange and hazy twilight, along what 
is perhaps the stateliest and most winsom'e of all 
Parisian thoroughfares, " I felt wretchedly nervous 
for you there in that crowd. Oh, yes, I did ! 
You know very well why. I glanced about us, 
more than once, and saw some of the evillest faces." 

Duroc started a little, but he had not yet com- 
prehended. " You mean ?" he said, and turned his 
sallow, lean face toward his companion's. " Oh I " 
and he came to a sudden standstill, as if some new 
thought had pierced him. "The — the money! 
ThaVs what you mean ! " 

" Yes, I decidedly do," replied Duquesne, just as 
the old man withdrew his arm and began a light- 
ning-like search of his inner pockets. 
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" Of course," Duquesne continued, with voice 
cool as indifference itself ; " the pickpockets, in 
a sudden gathering of this sort, will swarm like 

bees. They " He ceased there. A frightened 

falsetto cry, more like a hurt dog's than a horrified 
man's, rang from Duroc. 

" Pickpockets ! " he gasped. " Ah, Dieu de 
Dievx^ Duquesne ! My money is gone ! " 

" Gone ! No— no ! " 

" Yes — yea. I say it's gone ! " The old man's 
face was chalky, and he visibly staggered. 

Duquesne hailed a cab. He had almost to lift 
his companion into it. He expected every moment 
that the frail little frame would grow quite lax in 
a dead swoon. But by the time they had reached 
his own quarters in the Rue de Richelieu, Duroc 
showed signs of revival. 

" Let me help you upstairs to my room and we 
will talk it over," Duquesne said, after he had 
dismissed the cab. " It is possible that the police 
may do something, for you see the amount was by 
no means a small one." 

" Three hundred thousand francs ! " Duroc 
groaned. " Three hundred thousand francs ! " 

" There was a man with a very bad face who 
stood at your side in the crowd for at least three 
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minutes. I presently grew nervous, and slipped 
round between you and him. Do you remember? " 

" Yes . . yes . . I think I remember. " 

" But the man shot off through a little opening 
between the people's shoulders, a minute or two 
afterward . . . There, rest yourself in this big chair." 

They had now gained Duquesne's sitting-room. 
With an almost incalcuLible fleetness the latter 
disburdened himself of the stolen wallet. The com- 
plete absence of suspicion in Duroc had not wholly 
pleased him ; there had seemed in it a threat of 
sudden future accusation. Still, if this came now, 
he could in a way snap his fingers at it. The 
money had been slipped into a false-bottomed 
drawer of a commode^ long ago designed for just 
some such purpose as this, and a piece of furniture 
which Duquesne caused to appear from mystery 
whenever he took Parisian apartments. 

As regarded Duroc's accusing him he need on 
this point have felt no dread. The old gamester no 
more dreamed of believing Duquesne a thief than 
a disguised king. 

'' You — you spoke of the police," he said, mop- 
ping the sweat-beads from his ghastly face. '- Could 
they help me ? No, no ! And yet, if I tried ! " 

**By all means try," said Duquesne. 
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He now abounded in sympathy. Not that he 
had appeared to lack it before, but always till now 
there had been with him the fear of nasty compli- 
cations resultant from his theft. The wallet was 
safe. The forlornness and anguish of the man 
from whom he had stolen it could now be treated 
with all politic tact. 

'* As soon as you are strong enough we will go 
to the headquarters of police," he pursued. " Mean- 
while, I have some excellent brandy " 

"No, no, not a drop more," protested Duroc. 
But he accepted and drank, nevertheless, the glass- 
ful which Duquesne soon handed him. 

The reviving effect was presently apparent. 
He rose and took Duquesne's arm. While they 
descended into the street his phrases, wild and 
pathetic, tangled themselves together in almost 
puerile disarray. 

" What can the police do, after all ! Oh, if I 

could but stamp a heel on the viper that well, 

Duquesne, you've played and lost, yourself, you've 
played and won, yourself ; you — you know . . you 
must know — ^how I'm suffering now. And there's 
little Berthe — little Berthe, with her eyes two big 
stars . . Oh, sacrS nom de Dieu^ Duquesne ! to be 
ruined like this by a mere street burglar 1 And 
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the police — can they, will they, help Berthe ? — I 
mean help me ? Poor darling, I would have given 
it all to her ! But how can they find the thief? 
Will it not be frightfully hard? Will it not be the 
impossible ? " 

" They're very clever," said Duquesne. " There's 
no telling what they may do. Let us see. Keep 
your courage up till we do see." And in a little 
while, just as the speaker well knew would hap- 
pen, they received from the oflBcials wliom they 
visited only shrugs of the shoulders and shakes 
of the head. 

" Monsieur gives us no real clue to work upon," 
the poor feverish-eyed little applicant was politely 
but crushingly told. *' Still, of course, we will do 
our best." And then Duroc's name was taken, 
with date of the robbery and general circumstances 
of its commission. 

" If monsieur but knew the numbers of those 
stolen notes," came the next discouraging sentence, 
*' we might get some sort of clue that way. But 
monsieur has no such information." 

"No, no," came the helpless answer. With 
hands hanging limply at his sides, and with head 
moving from right to left, he went forth again, 
followed by Duquesne, into the darkening streets. 
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All the promise of another perfect autumn night 
over Paris had by this time faded. Mists had 
shrouded the sky, and the wind had veered to the 
east. No rain as yet had fallen, but the air seemed 
charged with its coming chill. 

" Are you going home ? " said Duquesne, as 
they paused on the sidewalk. His voice was not 
without an actual tremor of tenderness, absurd 
as the record may sound. 

" I don't know," was the answer. " I — I hadn't 
thought of it." 

"Suppose we go and dine somewhere," Du- 
quesne suggested. He put his hand on one of 
Duroc's fragile and lK)ny shoulders. "A glass 
or two of old Burgundy might do you good. 
We might try the Vbisin — ^you know it, of 
course ? " 

" Dine ? " the other murmured, with a sickly 
smile. " I've not the ghost of an appetite, my 
dear Duquesne. Besides," he added, with an 
immense plaintive sombreness, " I'm a pauper now ; 
and paupers are horribly out of place, you know, 
at the Vbisin.^^ 

Duquesne, apart from llie purloined wallet at 
home, had on his person just three notes of a hun- 
dred francs each, with a small sprinkling of silver 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOADED DICE. 1&9 

coin besides. He now pressed one of these notes 
into Duroc's hand. 

" There, my friend," he said, " pay me when 
you choose. A year hence it will be all right." 

Duroc looked at him in the misty lamplight, and 
tears flooded his dark, scared, distracted eyes. 

" God bless you ! " he said, and with trembling 
hand thrust the note into his waistcoat pocket. 

Duquesne grew deathly pale in the dusk, and 
turned away. There was a blending of tragedy 
and irony in that " God bless you," which seemed 
almost to shake the solid earth beneath his feet. 
And so forcibly had this man's humanizing love 
changed him that then and there he might have 
begun a scheme of ample reparation which would 
have ended in Duroc's repossession of the wallet, 
if it had not been (through a new irony of pure 
circumstances) for the very existence of that same 
assertive love. Swiftly a passionate ambition had 
seized on him, fraught with plan and purpose that 
were cut keen-colored, so to speak, from the rosy 
quarries of hope. 

He was to marry Camilla, now. In any case he 
had never intended a duel with Ogilvie, but a far 
different mode of action instead. The way seemed 
so clear at last ; it was lit with triumphal torches. 
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He would make the marriage with Philip Dwindle 
impossible. Then he would say (with liis knees, 
as it were, on that one beloved woman's footstool, 
and his lips hovering over the hem of her gown): 
"lam rich enough for us to live happily in Europe 
till the end of our days. You must take me ; there 
is no one else, and my love is like a sea ; it will 
overwhelm this worldliness of which you have so 
often told me, and leave only oblivion to mark 
where it once was, like the watery site of a sub- 
merged island ! " 

But in spite of such yearning and expectation, 
Duquesne was just then sharply pierced by a sense 
of the deviltry of his own late crime. A fear to 
turn and meet Duroc's eyes came over him, and 
he stood staring straight ahead into the gloomy 
opaqueness of the altered evening. Suddenly a 
certain face and form dawned on his sight. They 
addressed him, at this moment, as hatefully fam- 
iliar. Did they not belong to the man whom he 
had feared in past days as a spy, a prowler behind 
his footsteps ? The apparition seemed * to melt 
away as he watched it. Duquesne clinched his 
teeth, and drew a deep breath. " If I ever meet 
that fellow face to face again," he thought, " I'll 
accost him and force from him the truth of why 
he dogs me as I think he does." 
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This little event had nerved him, in a manner, 
to turn and le-confront Duroc. 

" It's nothing," he said. " Only a mere friendly 
loan, you know. You'll have lots of luck again. 
To-day's proved it. The tide's turned in your 
favor." 

Duroc shook his head. "It will never turn 
again," he answered ; " never ! " 

"You'll come and dine, will you not? " 

"No. I'll go home, now." He put forth his 
hand, pressing Duquesne's the instant his cold, 
thin fingers met it. "Thank you so very much 
for all your kindness . . . Good-night. Don't 
follow me. I've given you trouble enough, as it is." 

He moved away, with bent head and shambling 
step. A morbid fascination drew Duquesne after 
him. He kept the little swaying figure in sight, 
though tiie fog strove to thwart this design. Fogs 
are not frequent in Paris, but when they come 
rollino: forth from the Channel thevare sometimes 
dense as those that blur the Thames itself. Such 
an event, unusual as it was highly odious to the 
Parisian taste, began to occur now. Drivers 
halted their vehicles in the streets, and muttered 
curses Were heard here and there. The ordinary 
dweller in Paris hates a fog as heartily as if it 
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were a new system of barricades. He is almost as 
unprepared for it as an Egyptian would be for 
snow. Duquesne, who had known the climates of 
various European lands, might this evening have 
treated the thickened atmosphere with easy con- 
tempt. But just then the retreating shape of Du- 
roc acquired a ghostliness that wrought its effect 
on his nerves. He soon perceived that the old 
man was nearing the region of the Pont Neuf . "This 
isn't the way to his club," Duquesne reflected; 
" perhaps, though, he's going to some gambling- 
den with that hundred-franc note." For the infer- 
ence had been immediate that a motive of this 
kind had caused so sudden a desire to break 
away. 

Before long Duroc paused at the verge of the 
Pont Neuf. His follower paused as well. The 
fog had now begun to fringe its voluminous folds 
with aggravating drizzle. Only a few pedestrians 
were abroad, and nearly all of these had reared 
umbrellas. 

One, however, who like Duroc had no umbrella 
to rear, was passing him when the old man called 
out, in a feeble and dreary voice : 

" So, my friend, you've got no shelter this bad 
night ? " 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOADED DICE. 203 

The wayfarer turned and scowled a little. He 
wore a blue blouse, but had scarcely the face of an 
ordinary ouvrier. He was pale, and his aquiline 
features were touched by a haughty pain. 

"I've a kind of shelter," came the sullen answer. 
" I will go to it now." 

" And will you find a face that you love to greet 
you there ? " 

The man started and bit his lip. '' I'll find a 
face that I love," he said, '* but it will be white 
with sickness." 

''Your wife's?" 

" No. My little girl's. My wife died last year. 
They say it was because of the bad drainage in 
those miserable quarters of ours. And now my 
little Berthe is taken. I " 

" Berthe ? Berthe ? " cried the old man. " How 
strange ! I too have a little Berthe. I — I had hoped, 
but never mind. Here, my man." With these 
words he drew forth something that fluttered 
slightly in the humid breeze. Was it by any 
chance the hundred-franc note just received from 
Duquesne ? 

"Take this," Duroc went on. "I've no need 
for it. And may it save your little Berthe I " 

The man stared down at the pale gleaming 
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fragment of paper and then looked up with a de- 
lighted cry. Perhaps he was going to give vehe- 
ment thanks when some new dread or fancy turned 
the course of this intent. He merely cast upon 
Duroc a glance full of alarm, distrust and gladness, 
all savagely mingled, and then sprang away at 
headlong pace into the obscurity beyond. 

Duquesne had seen and heard everything, and 
easily had guessed that the little object of exchange 
between the two men had been his own recent 
gift to Duroc. The latter now stood solitary near 
one of the bridge-piers, gazing directly in front 
of him. As it was, no point of the compass could 
yield him any but a dismal view. The town had 
swathed herself in slumberous gauzes of haze, and 
through them the lights of her boulevards and 
avenues beamed like still phosphorescent stars on a 
Dead Sea new-created. The Pont Neuf commands, 
as we all know, a noble view of the Louvre ; but 
neither Duroc nor his watcher now glimpsed a 
sign of it, and the famed river that is by day so 
enlivened, and even by night so brilliant, drowsed 
at present in murky shade. 

Slowly the old man began to cross the bridge. 
A few pedestrians passed him as he did so. Du- 
quesne pursued him with a fresh curiosity and 
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stealth. What had the giving away of that hun- 
dred-franc note meant? Had it meant ? A 

pang of guilty dismay vetoed the ending of the sen- 
tence within his own thoughts; and yet to state 
this of him is to state falsely, for the mind, after all, 
tolerates no vetoes of its electric leaps and flashes. 

What did Duroc mean to do ? Would he cross 
the bridge ? No ; he came to a pause near the 
statue of Henri Quatre, vague as a phantom in the 
heavy dusk. Then, suddenly, he looked all about 
him, and Duquesne, fearful of being recognized, 
leaned far across the parapet near by. Fortunate 
shadow must have veiled him, for if the old man 
bad not made sure that the bridge was just then 
vacant, he would doubtless not have done the 
quick and terrible thing which he did a second 
later. 

Duquesne, not certain if he had heard a peculiar 
vague yet piercing sound or no, hurried forward. 
Vacancy ! He shot his look down into the river. 
A face — struck into relief by one of the lamps 
through some trick of downward radiation — met 
his strained eyes for just an instant and then van- 
ished. It was Duroc's face. The old man had 
flung himself into the Seine. All was night and 
fog while he peered now, but he had seen — there 
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tjould be no doubt. The black waters had clutched 
their prey and hidden it. 

He reeled from the edge of the bridge. With 
a sense of appalling criminality, he turned and 
pressed his back against the parapet. 

Who had seen ? Had any one seen ? As these 
queries raced through his brain, a trio of gay stu- 
dents, scornful of umbrellas, with their arms linked 
and their cigarettes daring the wet, swept past 
him in galliard comity. From another direction, 
a second or two later, came a young man with 
beard and moustache waxed into three spike-like 
points, and a big scarlet bow at his throat. He 
was rattling out some apology for either neglect 
or worse delinquency to a fleshful, frowning 
mulatto woman, almost twice his size. 

No ; the suicide had not been seen. By this 
time that weak old frame must have ceased to 
struggle with the dark and lonely death it had 
sought. 

" Little Berthe— little Berthe." 

This elfin sort of cry trilled in Duquesne's ears 
as he buttoned his coat closer about his throat and 
quitted the Pont Neuf with head bent low to 
blunt the raw, moist air. But soon afterward 
as he threw himself into the shelter of a merciful 
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cab, the haunting voice was drowned below a surge 
' of victorious self-gratulation. 

His order to the coachman had been " Au Caf6 
Voisin.^^ He meant to dine there, after all, and 
to dine, though alone, sumptuously, in a manner 
triumphantly. 

" As for later on in the evening," he thought, 
" I shall then, for the first time in all my curious, 
castaway life, begin seriously to live ! " 
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XIIL 

It was not long after the departure of Duquesne 
from her sitting-room that Lady Ethel and Camilla 
met. Agitation had left its traces on the latter's 
face, and an unwonted pallor still lingered there ; 
but she held her head high, and in the curve of 
her lips lurked an imperious pride. She believed 
that her vengeance would soon fall on Ogilvie, and 
for this man's complete suppression both her spirit 
and her sense of expediencj'^ thirsted aliko. 

She started somewhat as she perceived Lady 
Ethel, who was just quitting her own bedroom. 
Camilla stood on the threshold of hers as she 
coldly said, looking across the little corridor : 

" I am dining out this evening, with an old 
Philadelphia acquaintance, Mrs. Mostyn, in the 
Rue La Bo^tie. I think I told you of this yester- 
day." 

"Yes," said Lady Ethel blankly; "you men- 
tioned it." 
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With a measuring and somewhat hostile look, 
Camilla now began : 

" So it pleases you, Ethel, to meet Mr. Ogilvie 
in the Gardens of the Tuileries, and there hold 
with him talks about your private affairs ! " 

Lady Ethel colored vividly. " I — I have met Mr. 
Ogilvie only twice. The fii*st meeting was acci- 
dental. The second " 

" Was by appointment, I suppose." 

" No ; but I hoped to find him where I'd found 
him on the previous day, and I was not disap- 
pointed. For the night before you had told me of 
how you had set that trap for me, and I wished to 
make Mr. Ogilvie aware that I did not mean to 
follow his counsels of yesterday, and that I would 
remain with you, contrary to my own resolves." 

" Charming news, all this, for myself," laughed 
Camilla glacially. ''So you choose to make a 
stranger your confidant — and in a public Parisian 
garden. But no doubt the fact of Abbott Ogilvie 
being my enemy promptly endeared him to you." 

" He did not say that he was your enemy." 

"Ah! And did this gentleman who advised 
you, by your own admission, to quit my com- 
panionship, do me the honor to call himself my 

friend?" 

14 
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"No," replied Lady Ethel, with her splendid 
candor, that had in it something as chaste and 
virginal as the nudity of an Artemis. " I should 
say that he is not your friend ; I have reason to 
believe that he disapproves you, condemns you, 
even shrinks from you as much as I do my- 
self . . ." 

" Ah ! " broke in Camilla, with a smile of ice at 
her lips and her nostrils quivering, 

"But on this account," firmly continued the 
English girl, " I should not say that by any means 
he held himself your foe. Indeed, unless I am 
greatly wrong in him, he is a man who would care 
to be the foe of no fellow-creature." 

Mrs. Blandthwaite mockingly clapped her hands. 

" Dear, dear, he certainly has gone to your head I " 
Her face darkened, and for a moment there were 
little flutters between her chin and the end of her 
throat, as if the white flesh were being plucked by 
invisible pincers. 

" Think him fine and high if you please," she 
suddenly cried ; " I grant that Abbott Ogilvie is a 
man who can wear masks with wondrous effect. 
No doubt he has fooled you into believing him 
perfect. Once he duped me in just that same way, 
and we're perhaps but two of hundreds. I chance 
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to have had a conversation with him this after- 
noon — here in these apartments of ours." 

*' He has been here ? " Lady Ethel faltered. 
"Here, to-day?" 

" Oh, yes. But not to see you. He came with 
another purpose. He came to make a cowardly 
threat to me. He came to speak words in my 
hearing which no man with a shred of decency 
left clinging to his nature would have dreamed of. 
He is low and coarse. You, with your honesty and 
your ideals, ought to despise him, and if you knew 
him as I know him, you would ! " 

Here Camilla swept away, closing the door of 
her bed-chamber. She had scarcely done so, how- 
ever, before a pang of self-annoyance beset her. 
To what purpose had been this last outburst? 
Why had she spoken at all of Ogilvie's meditated 
meanness ? When would she learn the policy of 
self-control? How ill this tendency to reckless 
frankness became her new purpose of trained 
nerves, disciplined impulses ! 

" And yet I've been through so much this day ! " 
she began fiercely to muse, while she dropped into 
a large easy-chair and leaned her head sideways 
against its tufted back, throwing both arms up- 
wards till their wrists rested on her forehead, with 
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a wild if unconscious posture of tragedy. "No 
wonder my mind should be dazed and strange ! " 

After a little while she rose again, feeling the 
glad trust in Duquesne's prompt and cogent aid 
return and stimulate her. He would certainly do 
something strong and satisfying. It might prove 
that there would turn out to be no need of a duel. 
He might use his tongue with such art that no 
other more persuasive weapon would be required. 
In that case so much the better. The great point 
was, however, that he would stand her loyal ally, 
and play to its most gallant extent the part of her 
succoring good-genius. This she firmly believed 
that he would do, and the faith gave her nerve just 
when she had cause to crave it. 

The Mostyns' dinner would be an ordeal ; but 
then she had no wish to slight these prim and pru- 
dish Philadelphia folk, who had not dropped her as 
so many others of her native town had done, and 
who might in future be of solid use. It bored her 
even to think of their dull, tasteless rooms in the 
Rue La Bo^tie, and the mother and her three 
daughters, all in deep mourning and all with very 
small mouths and very large Roman noses, gave 
her anticipatory twinges of dread. She knew they 
would ask her little prying questions about h^rs^lf 
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and her own affairs, and all the time she was with 
them would be secretly condemning and censur- 
ing her. She also knew that they had been kind 
to her from no spontaneous charity, but through 
that self-righteousness which says " Who am I that 
I shall presume to judge my fellow-creatures ? " and 
look around them, as it were, after thus saying, 
to note the applause paid so blameless a sentiment. 
Camilla clearly realized that she was no more 
and no less than a peg on which the Mostyns could 
hang their saintly liberalisms, for the view of cer- 
tain edified cliques. 

Spite of these convictions, however, she went to 
the dinner, leaving Lady Ethel to dine in lonely 
gloom. Not that the girl regretted her solitude ; 
it enabled her to think. The more she reflected on 
Camilla's late words regarding Ogilvie the deeper 
she became pierced by a sense of their untruth. 
Had he not shown her, indeed, every sign of a 
nature pitiful, human, honorable ? And what had 
Camilla shown her but cruelty and craft ? 

A longing to see Ogilvie that evening made her 
form the plan of sending a note to his hotel, which 
he had already mentioned in her hearing. This 
she did, Jind then, after doing it, deplored her own 
(taring. After all^ what right he^d she to feel sp 
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indignant at hearing him reviled? She had so 
wished that he was her brother, but then no such 
bond between them did or could exist. He was 
literally but an acquaintance of yesterday; and 
yet here she bristled (in her indignant surprise at 
the hard things affirmed of him) with a swift 
resolution that he should know what slanders were 
uttered behind his back. 

Ogilvie received her note just as he was about 
going to look up Dwindle. For a while he hesi- 
tated. Philip was to have heard all from him that 
night — all/ And yet this brief message, in its 
large, frank, English hand, signed "Ethel Tre- 
fusis,*' had the result of deflecting his fixed pur- 
pose. " I want very much to see you if you are 
at leisure," was a line that seemed almost drolly 
compulsive. " Mrs. Blandthwaite will certainly be 
away till half-after nine " carried delicate subtleties 
of enticement which the reader almost scowled at 
himself for feeling. "Good God," he grumbled 
inwardly to his own thoughts, " I've left my 
twenties too far behind me for flutters and palpi- 
tations to be a bit becoming. They suit me about 
as well as diamonds a woman's neck when it's all 
sinew and collar-bone. The poor, dear girl only 
thinks of me, cares for me, as a crusty old celibate 
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bordering on sixty. I don't believe she has an 
idea that one's age between forty and fifty is at all 
different from that. Youth has such an arrogance 
of it own — unconscious, perhaps, but none the less 
irritating. By Jove, all the more irritating, now I 
think of it, because unconscious. One could stand 
being called senile with a deliberate intention of 
impudence. But when the sweet, innocent, un- 
thinking spirit of girlhood takes you for granted as 
antique, there's a conscience-stricken collapse that 
comes over a fellow not to be fought against with 
argument or denial." 

A conscience-stricken sense really met Ogilvie 
as he left his hotel that evening and gave orders to 
his cabman for the Rue Richepanse instead of the 
H6tel Meurice. But, after all, would not to-morrow 
do as well for his revelations to Philip ? True, 
some desperate matrimonial measure might have 
been taken this very evening by Camilla, and the 
" engagement " mentioned by Lady Ethel in her 
note might mean but the carrying out of a quick, 
adroit scheme. Well, admitting this, he would 
now be too late for a prevention of the abhorred 
marriage. And meanwhile Lady Ethel summoned 
him. There was something in its way so cheerful 
and luminous about the summons that as Ogilvie 
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jumped into his cab he scarcely noticed how Paris 
had become swathed in weird and uncharacteristic 
fog. 

Lady Ethel received him with a composure that 
he soon saw was the result of hard preparatory 
strain. She broke down a little before they had 
spoken much together; that is, her voice shook 
and her eyes filled as she at length said : 

"I could not bear to hear you called low and 
coarse." 

" And Mrs. Blandthwaite called me that ? " 

" Yes. And she said that you came to her this 
afternoon with a cowardly threat." 

" But you didn't believe her ? " said Ogilvie, in 
a voice full of subtle meanings. " Come, now, 
did you?" 

"I did not! I did not!" cried Lady EtheL 
" And oh, it seemed like such an insult to you ! " 

" Yes. It was just as if you'd heard your own 
father insulted ; wasn't it, now?" 

" Ah," she said, "you turn the matter into jest!" 

" No ; no. I don't think it a jest a bit; I find 
it horribly serious. And shall I tell you why ? 
Because about nine-tenths of the civilized world 
would take her part and declare that my threat 
was cowardly." 
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She flushed as though from sheer bewilder- 
ment, and he watched her with secret joy in 
the new beauty it brought forth. Her creased 
brows and the sudden-clouded clarity of her eyes 
were a lovely study to him. He had met some 
insincere women in his life ; he had met and been 
deeply fond of two or three who were very 
sincere ; but till now he had never known a 
feminine nature so beautifully guileless as this. 
He felt sometimes, as he regarded her, that he could 
almost count her heart-beats by merelj'' gazing on 
her face, and that if she had ever harbored a really 
evil thought there was a certain unstained and 
translucent quality in her expression which must 
make this fact self-betraying, like the presence of 
a fly in amber. 

" I — I don't think I understand you at all," she 
presently faltered. " You mean that appearances 
would deceive most people, and that this threat of 
yours, though really in no sense cowardly, would 
seem so, nevertheless ? " 

" It would not be so much a matter of ' appear- 
ances.' People in this droll world of ours have 
ideas about ' honor ' which are too often based on 
the rankest sham." 

"And do you believe yourself," said Lady 
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Ethel, with great earnestness, "wholly in the 
right?" 

" Wholly." 

" You — ^you are certain that nine-tenths of the 
civilized world would be wrong in so judging it?" 

" I am certain — ^yes." 

She spread out both hands helplessly and shook 
her head. " It is so extraordinary ! I — I can't 
follow you. And yet I trust you ; it's impossible 
for me not to trust you ! " 

One of the brightest smiles that had left Ogil- 
vie's lips in many a day wreathed his grave face 
now. 

" How good of you 1 " he broke out. 

" No, not good , I can't help it. You inspire 
trust in me." 

" I wish," he said, " that I could only inspire 
something else in you — ^something stronger than 
trust — something as strong as love." 

" Love," she repeated, and her color deepened. 
" But I could love you . . I — almost do. You seem 
so like an elder brother to me." 

" Oh, perish that elder brother ! I had no 
thought of him when I spoke. He turns me ill. 
He's as bad as ' a father.' I'd like to be both in 
one to you, and yet such a relation would grow 
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null the instant it was mixed with another. For 
to be your lover — to love you as a man loves a 
woman whom he wants to make his wife — eclipses 
all tamer motive and feeling. And I love you 
like that. It's been a terribly quick affair with 
me, I own, but perhaps the speed of it is all the 
luckier, since if you'll give your life to mine for 
better or woi*se the surrender may save you from 
ills you don't yet grasp or weigh." 

She had paled, now, and drawn back from him. 
" Ah, you only say this because you pity me for 
being compelled to live with her! You o£fer me 
a refuge " 

" I offer you a heart. Not a young heart, but 
you'll find it tremendously tender." 

" I can't doubt that. But " 

** You couldn't be my wife for a kingdom." 

" Some women would think it a real kingdom 
to be your wife. And they would be right." 

** You mean elderly women, I suppose," Ogilvie 
said, with a great grimness. 

"No, no," she answered, trying to smile amid 
her pallor and discomfort, and failing, as it seemed 
to him, in the most bewitchingly natural manner. 
" I — I've never even dreamed of caring for you 
like this. How should I ? But =" 
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" How should you, indeed ? I'm brutish to 
behave as I've done. You make me fancy myself, 
with your frightened eyes, like a ruflBan, a desper- 
ado. But I'm neither. Dear young lady, need I 
tell you this ? " 

"Ah, no," she replied, trembling a little and 
then knotting both her hands, "you're only kind 
and pitiful. I see it — I feel it ! " 

" But I'm a great deal more," he urged. " Can't 
you see and feel that I'm a great deal more ? Or 
do you think me too great an old fossil to believe 
I'm in dead earnest and not feigning? J' 

She raised her head, straightened her slender 
frame, clasped both hands quietly together in her 
lap, and sat before him a picture of dignity, calm, 
and sorrow. 

" I believe everything good of you," she said. 
"It somehow could not be otherwise with me. 
But if I wished to be your wife — to accept the 
refuge which you generously will not admit that 
you offer me, I — I still should not dare to do 
so. 

" Not dare ? " he questioned. 

" Not dare. I must say it now. I am — under 
a cloud." 

Ogilvie ro§e. " You've 4one som^ — sopa^ ^U" 
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wise thing?" he stammered. "No, no; it can't 
be. You!'' 

"It's true. I'm in her power." 

" But not from any real wrong-doing." 

The girl drooped her head. " I — I am fearfully 
compromised." 

He looked at her for a moment with wild incre- 
dulity, and then burst into explosions of laughter. 

"Oh," he cried, "this is too preposterous!" 
The next moment his face sobered, and he re- 
seated himself, closer to her side than before. 

" You never really compromised yourself in 
your life," he said. " Now tell me just what has 
passed between you and that woman. If, as you 
phrase it, you're in her power, then how has such 
captivity been brought about ? " 

But the girl only shook her drooped head, and 
almost completely averted her face. He leaned 
closer to her, and stole his hand about one of her 
own. There was a faint, brief struggle, and then 
she ceased to refuse him her hand. 

"Tell me," he pleaded; "tell me everything." 

" I cannot — I cannot ! " 

" Are you ashamed to tell?" 

" Yes— horribly." 

" But I've told tfou that I loved you — I've had 
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the horrid presumption to do so. And love, you 
know, is a wonderful quickener of sympathy. If 
there were anything to forgive,* I " 

" Oh, to forgive myself ! " she broke in. "If I 
only could!" 

He did not loosen his clasp on her hand, but 
she was doubtful whether his voice was truly 
or affectedly shocked as he exclaimed: "Good 
heavens ! is it as bad as that ? " 

" It's very bad," she said, with a shudder. 

" And yet you won't confide it to me ? " 

" If I did, you'd never care to speak to me 
again ! " 

"I'd care even more, if that were possible. You 
don't know the tremendous indulging powers of a 
love like mine. Suppose, now, you had committed 
some dreadful crime." 

" But I haven't. It's — it's bad, I admit, but it 
isn't as bg,d as that." 

" I thought not," he returned dryly. " But sup- 
pose it were. In that case I should have nothing 
but mercy for you. Try me now, in this lesser 
way. See if you succeed in giving me one real 
shiver— except it be of compassion." 

There was then a silence, and just before she 
broke it wi^h timid and hesitant voice, she turne4 
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her face so entirely away from him that he could 
see no more of it than merely a little fragment of 
pink cheek and pearly throat. 

" The — the calamity occurred to me only a few 
days ago. I was here at the Rue Richepanse, just 
as now." . . . She went on speaking for several 
minutes; and during her recital said far more 
than she doubtless divined. Suddenly, however, 
she broke down, tearing her hand from Ogilvie's, 
and joining it with the other to screen her i*edden- 
ing face, which she no longer turned sideways. 

Ogilvie sat quite still for a little time, and then 
he quietly shot up from his chair, thrust both hands 
into his trousers' pockets and began to pace the 
floor. With great abruptness but not the least 
hint of any rough display, he went up to the girl 
whom in so brief a time he had got to love rever- 
ently and wholesomely — not with the faintest tang 
of that feverish fervor his other days had known. 

Standing in front of her he let one hand rest on 
her shoulder. As she felt his touch she lifted 
her eyes to him, and he saw that they swam in 
tears. 

" YouVe gone far enough," he said, with that 
simple and placid accent which betrays the gentle- 
man born and bred, at any crucial time such as the 
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present one. " You need not speak another word 
on this matter unless you so wish. I trusted my 
intuitions — or shall I say my experiences. I knew 
you had dreamed of an actual fault. This Du- 
quesne brought you out with him on the boulevard, 
and took you into the Montagues Russes. A hor- 
rid hole ; I know it — and yet horrid only because 
vulgar and commonplace. There's a compartment 
attached to it, where " 

Lady Ethel caught his arm, then, and excitedly 
broke in: "A place where they dance — where 
they dance. . . . Oh, I can't describe how! He 
brought me there ! I never even fancied it would 
be wrong to go there with him. He did not tell 
me anything about it. And when I saw what it 
was, and almost rushed from the place, getting 
back here as quickly as I could, the stigma had 
remained with me — the stigma that she told me of 
when she heard, and that I could not deny when 
she explained it." 

" Stigma ? What stigma ? " growled Ogilvie ; and 
he really growled it, with his eyes angry and his 
mouth fierce, like a soldier's in fight. He caught 
with one back-sweeping hand a light chair that 
was near him and threw himself into it when it 
had been almost flung within an inch or two of 
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his companion's knees. Then, while lifting one 
clenched hand he growled again, very savagely, 
not at all this time like a gentleman, if you please, 
but at the same time with an enormous humanity 
of protest and disgust — 

" Your going in there was an affair that the 
scamp who went with you is alone responsible for. 

Stigma be dam 1 beg your pardon, Lady Ethel. 

. . . But this is too infernal! I mean it's too 
infernal as a plot against t/ou ! " 

"A plot?" she said, looking at him in such a 
helpless, querying, wistful way that he put his arms 
about her and kissed her on the cheeks, the brow, 
and then on the lips. 

" Ethel," he said to her now, " is there no hope 
for me ? Can't I take you away from these bad 
folk? See. . . I'm clasping you with my arms, and 
they're not father's nor yet brother's ; they're the 
arms of a man who wants to guard and shield you 
in even a better way than that. They'll be a hus- 
band's arms, if you'll let them. Will you let them ? 
m«you?" 

Not much later she had told him everything ; 
and when her narration touched on the letter 
written by herself and afterward kept by Camilla 
as a means of cowing and quelling her, his wrath 
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leapt up as few that knew him had ever seen it do 
before. 

" My poor child ! " he cried. " That letter was 
about as dangerous a document to use against you 
as if it had been an invitation to dinner. The 
whole proceeding leaves you perfectly unscathed 
in everybody's eyes except your poor innocent 
own. You've been the dupe of two people who 
would tell a lie as they would crack a filbert, and 
worse than that, would take in the act a like greedy 
pleasure. With their lies they've woven a net for 
you and cast it over you, saying it was strong as 
steel, when really the least stout strain on your 
part would break it. Oh, the deviltry of all this! 
As if your merely being taken into a common 
music-hall and aftei' ward looking at a vulgar dance 
long enough to perceive its low nature "and in- 
stantly get away from it, was reason for you 
to feel stigmatized ! I know nothing of this fel- 
low, Duquesne, but stay sure of one thing — if 
he had any reputation to be soiled, your story 
need only transpire to smirch it in the grimiest 
way." 

She stared at him with widening, gladdening 
eyes. "Oh, you're rolling such a cloud from my 
spirit ! " she said. " And I really have been 
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deceived like that ! You're not saying so out of 
mere pity ? " 

" Yes, out of a huge lot of pity," he replied ; 
" for how could I help pitying any one so vilely 
used as you've been by two mean souls? But 
pray don't dream of fancying there's a doubt that 
you're no more in this man's or woman's power 
than if you were one of those niched statues of 
saints on the Notre Datne fagade." 

Lady Ethel drew a deep breath, and then laid 
the tips of her fingers on the corner of each eye, 
slowly drawing them across. This unconscious 
gesture, full of an exquisite naivetS^ was like an 
awaking from sleep. In another moment she rose 
from her chair, and to him who watched it, her face 
seemed spiritualized by a very great joy. 

" So I'm free ! " she exclaimed. " There's really 
no stain on me ! Oh, how delicious 1 I'm — I'm 
my own mistress, not her slave ! " She abruptly 
devoured him with her eager, exultant look. "And 
you've brought me this good news ! How kind of 
you ! How unspeakably kind ! " 

" I've brought you other news besides," he said, 
solemnly. " But you don't prize it much. Indeed, 
you've scarcely even a thought for it ; have you ?" 

** Other news ? Ah — ^you mean -" 
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" That I love you, and wish to make you my 
wife. It's horribly presumptuous of me, no doubt," 
he added, with liis humor creeping again into his 
extreme seriousness and producing the effect of 
queer, sardonic self-ridicule. '* But I can't keep 
pushing the subject on your attention. I've as 
little conscience about doing so as if I were a 
Washington office-seeker — though perhaps you 
don't understand that comparison any more than 
a bit of Greek or Sanscrit." 

"I — I understand your meaning in a general 
way," she murmured. 

" Ah, do you, really ? " His air of bitter pleas- 
antry faded, and a potent sadness, blent with un- 
mistakable entreaty, took its place. "Then you'll 
answer me, will you not? You'll give me, will 
you not, my doom or my deliverance? Which is 
it to be?" 

^'I — I can't think of you in that light — I can't! 
I — I can only think of you as wonderfully kind 
and friendly. To-morrow, you know, I must go 
from here." 

" To your cousin's in Kent ? " 

" Yes." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Go— with— me?" 
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" As your protector — ^your travelling-companion. 
It's not so long a journey, you know ! but you 
should not take it alone. Will you let me arrange 
it all? We can leave together from St. Lazare 
station. Will you meet me there at the hour Til 
name ? You said you trusted me. If you don't 
love me, and I begin to see that you don't and 
never can ^" 

** Ah," she broke in, " I do trust you with all 
my heart ! You can't doubt that ! " 

*' But there's no love — there's no love — and there 
never will be ! " 

He spoke now with such melancholy that she 
gave a great start, biting her lips. Half turning 
away from her, he coldly went on : " I've been a 
fool even to dream it. My age isn't all — though 
not that I really am such a hoary patriarch, when 
everything is said. It's my country — my Ameri- 
can birth. You English always shrink from marry- 
ing foreigners ; and then . . . good God 1 . . it must 
all seem to you such audacity ! " 

" Audacity ? " she questioned. 

" Oh, yes — to you, an earl's daughter — a girl of 
what they call the highest caste, there across the 
channel. No matter if your fortunes are clouded 
now — if your race has fallen, as j'ou told me, on 
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evil days. Pride has its will with you just the 
same, no doubt. You look on me as insolent, and 
I don't deny that you're right." 

He turned quite away from her, and as he did so 
she stretched forth one hand, saying with an ex- 
planatory fervor and plain tiveness at once pathetic 
and quaint : 

*' Oh, how Bhall I answer you? I've no pride of 
the sort you name. If ray father and brother had 
lived — if our house were not the shattered one it 
is— if I were not the kinless and lonesome child 
of it that I am — perhaps this creed of caste to 
which you refer might have prevailed with me, be- 
cause my people would have brought to bear on 
me the force of certain preferences, designs. But 
now I am apart from all such influence. No, no ; 
it is not that. It's the — the suddenness of your 
speech — the distrust of myself — the confusion of 
these happy tidings you've given me. It's more 
than this, and it's less. I can't put it into words, 
but I pray you will not think me ungrateful, lack- 
ing in du) respect, or insensible of the precious 
part you've chosen to play in my life — my des- 
tiny ! " 

Ogilvie, as her low and pleading voice ended, 
veered round and hurried to where she stood. Her 
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hand was still outstretched. He caught it and 
bowed over it, raising it to his lips. 

" God bless you ! " he said. " If there is any 
chance for me I can wait for it. Meanwhile I only 
ask one boon of you — that you'll let me see you 
safely out of her clutches — safely out of Paris, out 
of France, and under the roof of the lady you long 
to meet. . . . Let all that may happen hereafter be- 
tween your coming days and mine lie wrapped in 
that destiny which you delight me so deeply when 
you say of it that I have had even a meagre share 
in its happier moulding 1 " 
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XIV. 

DuQUESNE dined at the CafS Vbisin as he had in- 
tended. He ordered a dinner of choice viands, and 
then found that he had made a sorry miscalcula- 
tion. Of the tiny, delicate, salty oysters he could 
eat but two ; of the soup, flavorous and limpid, he 
could sip but three or four spoonfuls ; and so on, 
through a repast from which he had expected epi- 
curean thrills. Appetite had fled, and the solitary 
banquet was a mockery. Thus had his triumph- 
ant future been thresholded, so to speak, by failure. 
But he could quaff the liquid velvet of his Romance 
Conti^ and he could let his nerves gently tingle 
with anticipation. His plan was one of complete 
treachery to Camilla, but it would result, as he had 
every hope, in securing her for his own. When 
she saw that all was lost to her but himself, she 
would accept him, backed by his new wealth. 
This new wealth seemed to him very great ; he had 
never possessed a sum at all like it in size. Still, 
he would exaggerate it a little to Camilla. Once 
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his wife, the real truth might be gradually told her. 
But even then, how rich they would be together ! 
Poverty had skilled him in economies. They could 
live, however, like prince and princess in Naples, 
or even in Rome. From to-day his career of fraud 
was finished. How miraculously opportune had 
been Duroc's death ! The corpse would no doubt 
be recognized if discovered, and brought to the 
Morgue. Then that tale of the man's great luck 
at his club would rouse talk untold. But who had 
even seen Am in the old man's company? Ah, 
that haunting face, glimpsed once again, just be- 
fore the suicide ! Who could the spy bo, if spy lie 
truly were ? But how absurd to care ! Proof was 
just as hard to find as though the stolen notes lay 
buried under a thousand fathoms of earth. Say 
the fellow had been dogging him ever since some 
past fraud in some other town and land. Well, 
if so, the chase was just as vain this night as 
it had ever proved since it was started. "And 
now for action," thought Duqnesne, while he 
drained the last drop of his fragrant Burgundy and 
paid the bill for his dinner, of which enfeebled ap- 
petite had made him grudge every franc. 

He went forth again into the Rue St. Honor^, 
which was cloaked almost beyond recognition in 
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brooding fog. He knew that Philip Dwindle was 
at Meurice's, and this, through the Rue Cambon, 
meant but a step. It would be annoying enough to 
find Dwinelle was out. But somehow a new-born 
fanatic belief that fate had taken him under her 
wing and would befriend him just as handsomely 
and strangely as she had done during the past few 
hours, filled Duquesne with an odd confidence. 
Oh, yes, he assured himself, Dwinelle would be at 
home. 

And in a few more minutes he learned that this 
was true. But while he had waited below at 
Meurice's, a new idea crossed his mind. Perhaps 
this Dwinelle, on hearing the news about to be 
imparted to him, would behave with some sort of 
horrid violence. He had heard that these Ameri- 
cans were sometimes prone to use their fists in 
a ruflfianly way. Should any such coarse attempt 
result, one might as well be prepared for intimida- 
tion and the secure retreat born of it. As it was, 
he felt liimself armless against the sort of assault 
that men of his race always hold in keenest dis- 
relish. 

Very soon the answer reached him that Monsieur 
Dwinelle was in his room and would be glad if the 
gentleman would ascend to it. This gracious re- 
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quest Duquesne did not obey. He pencilled a note 
to Philip instead, saying that he begged indulg- 
ence for about a quarter of an hour, when he 
would return and claim the honor of the interview 
so kindly permitted. Then he took a cab and 
promised the driver double fare if he would drive 
speedily to the Rue de Richelieu. The fog had 
begun to lift a little ; it was easier going than it 
had been ten minutes before. He reached his 
apartment, lighted two candles, and looked about 
him. Was the chamber just as he had left it? 
This thought passed through his mind as he let 
his eye slip here and there among familiar objects.' 
Yes, he soon decided ; all was unchanged . . . And 
yet . . . Bah ! he had not time for such foolish 
fancies. Going to one of his bureau-drawers, he 
took from it, after a few seconds of search, an 
article which in the dim light and because of its 
fragile smallness hardly resembled what it really 
was. He went with it nearer to the light, and then 
it revealed itself as a pistol of almost toy-like pro- 
portions. Long ago he had picked up the weapon 
at a shop in Vienna, where it lay among other 
chattels and curios. The shopkeeper had as- 
sured him that the little thing was of Eastern 
workmanship, and had been taken from the person 
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of a famed Greek bandit after his capture. But 
though its pretty handle was of damiiscened 
metal, the whole aflfair had looked to Daquesne 
more as if its owner were one of the bandit's pos- 
sibly numerous wives. He had somehow liked 
the idea of possessing it, and had secured it at a 
price amazingly below that which the dealer at 
first asked. This fact had always made him dis- 
trust its real value, till one day in the country he 
had fired with it at a mark for pure pastime, and 
found that its two slim barrels carried straighter 
and farther than he at all had expected of them. 
Ever since then he had kept the pistol (loaded as 
now) where his hand could easily be laid upon it. 
This evening he slipped it into a side pocket, and 
afterward let his gaze wander toward the com- 
mode where he so recently had placed his precious 
spoils. There they rested, he told himself, safe 
until the morrow. Nothing could find them out 
except the sinuous fingers of fire, and he would 
take the risk of that for one night at least. 

Still, to glance at them once more — ^just once ! 
He crossed the room with the intention of open- 
ing the false-bottomed drawer and taking his 
treasure from its hiding-place. But no; an after- 
thought prevented this act. His promise to meet 
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Dwindle within fifteen minutes would now, as it 
was, barely be kept. No doubt the latter had 
marvelled greatly already at his curious conduct. 

This was true. Dwindle sat in one of his cham- 
bers there at Meurice's and asked himself why 
this man had come in the first place to visit him 
at all, and then why he had so queerly postponed 
his own visit. A certain event of that day had 
jarred Philip cruelly, and in a manner it seemed 
to him as if fortune were going to supplement the 
interview held at the Hfitel des Deux Mondes with 
another no less trying. He knew little enough 
about this Julien Duquesne, but of late had sus- 
pected that he was ardently in love with Camilla. 
The man did not seem to him a gentleman, and 
yet he distrusted his own judgment of a gentle- 
man when brought to bear on one of Duquesne's 
foreign race. So many Frenchmen look like ad- 
venturers and nobodies, to Anglo-Saxon eyes, he 
had some time ago decided, and then, with his 
characteristic breadth and justice, he had reflected 
that no doubt he himself had as often as not been 
taken for a very inferior fellow in France, Germany 
or Spain. 

To-night he had thought of the theatres, he had 
thought of a musicale in the Rue Balzac, he had 
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even thought of a stroll tlnough the eerie fog. 
But somehow he had remained just here in his 
little lamplit sitting-room, aware of Camilla's en- 
gagement that evening at the Mostyns', and feel- 
ing that all other pastimes must pall upon him 
save the pungent and zestful one of her society 
alone. But separation had more than its own nat- 
ural causes for despondency. Pliilip had put a 
firm and fine faith in Ogilvie all his life, and that 
his friend should so denounce the plan of his 
intended marriage and heap upon the woman he 
had chosen the charges of such unworthy worldli- 
ness, could not but strike him as a matter of griev- 
ous w^eight. A fear had begun to work within 
him that Abbott knew more than he had said, or else 
that he knew what some strong moral force forbade 
him from saying. And now Pliilip faced a fear- 
ful question as he asked his own heart whether 
any disclosure of Camilla's real unfitness to become 
his wife would make him snap the ties which at 
present bound him to her. 

He pondered this question longer than he knew. 
It was his true reason for not going to the theatre 
or anywhere else. He had sat in his chair with it, 
and pretended to himself that he was reading. He 
had walked the restricted space of his sitting-room 
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floor with it, and pretended to himself that he 
needed a little exercise and the fog was too hor- 
rid for walking out-of-doors. Finally, he hud 
taken Duquesne's unexpected missive and read it 
hiilf-a-dozen times, with a new script, foreign to 
the actual one, creeping interlinear among its rather 
crabbed French characters. 

The truth with Philip was this : He could not 
bring himself to believe that Camilla was not 
blameless. His reconciliation with Ogilvie, that 
afternoon, had been a keenly emotional one. The 
mere conditions of declaring himself unduly hasty 
and irascible had overshadowed the putting of cer- 
tain cool-headed questions regarding the past of 
his betrothed. But in any case, as he now for- 
lornly argued, the putting of such questions would 
have been almost like a challenge to resume the 
whole wretched quarrel. There was one thing 
that Ogilvie might have said — a horrible, an agon- 
izing thing — and before the possibility of his say- 
ing it, of his being able truthfully to say it, Philip 
now recoiled in imagination if not in fact. 

Why, he queried of his own perturbed mind, did 
this doubt vex him as it did? If Camilla were 
stained by any direct personal accusation of his 
friend's he would renounce her — ^he could not help 
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but renounce her — ^it would be his nature, his 
will, his sense of duty thus to act. Yes, he dared 
not make any compact with his own passion in 
thinking of that event. Incessantly it recurred to 
him that she was not and could not be blame- 
worthy. 

The entrance of Duquesne was in a way appeas- 
ing. Dwinelle gave his hand. " I hope," he said 
lightly, " that your arriire pensSe has been no 
inconvenience. I know so well what those little 
annoyances are." Philip was the perfect host, as 
he could not help being at all times. 

Duquesne took the chair courteously proffered 
him. " I've not come to you,'' he began, " with- 
out the sense of bringing unpleasant news." 

"Is it so very unpleasant?" said Philip, offering 
him a boxful of cigars, and then, when he had 
declined these with a polite shrug, quickly substi- 
tuting for them a silver case full of Morris cigar- 
ettes. " The fog outside," he continued, as Du- 
quesne took a cigarette and commenced to light it, 
"is so saddening that I suppose its effect may 
have gloomed all whom it has touched. And it 
has touched everybody, of course," Philip con- 
tinued, with that mild gentleness of hostship which 
means what it says and yet is not sure of just what 
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it means. His French was fairly idiomatic; he 
was what one would ordinarily say of an English- 
man or American when one declares that he speaks 
French " perfectly." 

" Yes, the fog has touched me," Duquesne replied, 
" but that, monsieur, is not all. I'm darkened in 
other ways." 

" In other ways ? " 

"Yes." 

"Shall I ask how?" 

" You are so good to take interest in the state 
of my spirits." 

" Do not mention it. I can only tell you of my 
wish that the depression will die with to-morrow's 
sunshine." 

" Ah, to-morrow's sunshine may not appear at 
all." 

" Right, monsieur ; but day at its darkest is 
always sure to differ from night at its most bril- 
liant." 

" That is very kind, very consoling," Duquesne 
said, blowing a great smoke-cloud. Then there 
was a little awkward pause, and Philip broke it, 
saying : 

"You need consolation. Monsieur Duquesne?" 

" Yes. I need it, but I can't say that I bring it." 
16 
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" Ah," said Philip, toucliing his breast. " You 
do not bring it to rae, then? " 

" No, monsieur, no ! " Duquesne leaned forward 
in his chair, with a twirl of one hand at his auburn 
goatee and a quick, fresh spark in his bronze eyes. 
"I bring you, Monsieur Dwindle, the reverse of 
consolation. . . How shall I make my words plain 
enough, yet soft enough ? Ah, it is hard ! " And 
he threw up both his plump hands, the last hands 
in the world, as one would say, that could have 
accomplished his wondrous manoeuvres. 

Philip gnawed his lips. He expected a great 
shock, now. His own voice seemed to him like 
the voice of another man as he replied : 

" Make your words as plain, if you please, as 
your sense of truth permits." 

" My sense of truth ! " suddenly cried Duquesne, 
flinging his half-smoked cigarette into a cuspidor 
near the hearth. " Then I must be brutal indeed ! 
I must speak •" 

" Be brutal," Philip interrupted. 

Duquesne nodded several times, shortly and 
with a kind of violence. " You want it that way 
then ? " he said ; " you prefer it that way ? " 

"Monsieur," said Philip, with much calm, and 
the kind of calm that a gentleman uses in certain 
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straits, " I simply desire from you the reason of 
your having honored me with the present visit." 

*'The reason? You are right; you are quite 
right. I have come here to tell you that you 
should not marry the woman who has been the 
mistress of your friend, Abbott Ogilvie." 

Philip grew very pale. "You refer to Mrs. 
Blandthwaite ? '* he said. 

" I refer to Mrs. Blandthwaite." 

" You have proofs ? " 

" I have her own statement." 

" Ogilvie has not told you this ? " 

** Naturally— no." 

" And Mrs. Blandthwaite has told you ? " 

" To-day." 

Philip, at this point, had not the remotest shadow 
of anger toward Duquesue. And yet the Belgian 
believed that he had, and while scanning his color- 
less face remembered the little pistol which he had * 
brought as a safeguard against American indepen- 
dence of manners. 

Slowly, and with an excessive dignity of bearing, 
Philip now rose. 

" I can listen to no such words as these," he 
said. " Even if what you tell me were true, your 
motive for asking it " 
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Duquesne, darting up from his seat, here broke 
in. " My motive is plain enough. Fm in love 
with Mrs. Blandthwaite. Til marry her in spite 
of that past folly. Will you ? " 

Philip was for a moment silent and motionless. 
Then he went to a bell in the wall and rang it. 
After this he wheeled found the chair in which 
he had lately sat so that its back fronted Duquesne. 
Then he reseated himself in this chair. For tliree 
or four minutes there was complete stillness in the 
room. Then a servant appeared. 

"Conduct monsieur from my apartment," 
ordered Philip, in the tone with which he might 
have said : *' Fetch brandy for two." 

Duquesne gnawed his yellow moustache for an 
instant, and then seized his hat, following the 
servant. 

Philip, a strong man, in excellent health, heard 

^the door close. Then sitting there in precisely 

the same place and posture as before, he ceased 

either to hear or see. He had fainted completely 

away. 

Coming to himself, about three minutes later, 
liis first feeling wus one of astonishment and shame 
at this extraordinary collapse. Indignation be- 
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cause of his own facile credence promptly followed. 
Of course Duquesne's tidings had been a horror to 
hiui, but why had he believed them? They must 
be false. He glanced at his watch. In a little 
while Camilla would have returned from lier din- 
ner. He felt like moving heaven and earth in 
order to see her that night. 

It was not far to the Rue Richepanse, and a cab 
soon bore him there. He was terribly disturbed, 
and his swoon (effeminate seizure though he pro- 
nounced it) had been, after all, but a natural 
sequence of the tremendous blow he had received. 
As the cab sped down the Avenue de TOp^ra he 
sat in it with hands unconsciously clenched, say- 
ing to himself, "She is innocent, I know it, I am 
certain of it, there cannot be one my of doubt! " 

At the door of her dwelling his vehicle met 
another. It was Camilla's, and she had just 
alighted from it when he turned and recognized 
her. In an instant he was at her side. 

" I came to see you," he said, and at tlie first 
note of his voice she started, scanning his dim-lit 
face. 

"You're not like yourself," she answered him, 
as they passed indoors together. " Has anything 
happened ? " 
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" Yes," came his reply. " Something indeed has 
happened. I must go upstairs with you." 

" It is late for that, Philip." She saw, by this 
time, that he was even paler and more agitated 
than she at first had supposed. 

" Not too late," he said. " I must speak with 
you. I can't be refused." 

She turned pale hereelf, then. It flashed through 
her mind that the very worst had occurred. Some- 
how she had no thought at all, just now, of Du- 
quesne. 

*' Very well," she conceded, in undertone. After 
that, while they ascended many steps of the light- 
built spiral staircase, she did not speak a word, 
nor did he. 

The sitting-room was vacant as they entered it. 
Immediately mindful of Lady Ethel, Camilla glided 
through her own bedroom and listened for a few 
moments at the door beyond the little i)assage. 
Presently she heard movements in Lady Ethel's 
chamber. Then she closed her further bedroom 
door and locked it. She had told her maid before 
going out that her services would not be required 
until the morrow. Besides, even if Lisette were 
somewhere near, she could accomplish nothing as 
an eavesdropper, not knowing more than a few 
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words of English. During the interview with Du- 
quesne, held wholly in French, there could have 
been no such safety. But then, as it chanced, the 
woman was absent on an errand. Camilla now 
closed the nearer door of her bedroom, and re- 
turned to Philip, confident that whatever was 
destined to pass between them would not be heard, 
though as she fronted his glittering eyes and almost 
livid face she was beset by an agony of dread. 

This new glance at him robbed her of whatever 
self-poise yet abode in her spirit. She no longer 
had the least doubt that he had met Abbott Ogilvie 
and had come to upbraid her with both guilt and 
treachery before breaking their engagement for- 
ever. This rapid taking of facts for granted was 
in every way natural enough. It meant the sole 
plausible response to fear. Camilla had a whirl- 
ing sense that the game was lost, or almost as bad 
as lost, while these stammered and gasped words 
dropped from her : 

"I — I can't help but understand from — from 
your looks, your manner, that he has kept his 
threat and told you — everything." 

She could not have spoken more unwisely if 
some evil genius had stood viewless at her elbow, 
casting over her malign and self-destructive spells. 
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Fate, as it were, dug for her a pitfall, and she 
stumbled into it. 

•' He ? " queried Philip. " Whom do you 
mean?" 

" Abbott Ogilvie, of course." 

" Abbott Ogilvie ? " There was a pause, and 
then, growing whiter, if possible, than he had al- 
leady been, Philip pursued : " And what, pray, is 
this 'everything' that Abbott Ogilvie could tell 
me?" 

She gave a short, bitter laugh. *' Oh," she ex- 
claimed desperately, " do you want me to repeat 
the story? He vowed this very day that he would 
not spare me — that you should know every detail 
of ... " 

And there she paused. Something in Philip's 
face had addressed her as with a new potential 
meaning. She drew back a few steps and envis- 
aged hiin with a look of ransacking force. 

" You . . . you came here to speak of Abbott 
Ogilvie, did you not?" she slowly asked. 

" Yes." 

" You — ^you have just seen him ? " 

"No. Less recently than that." 

"And yet . . ." 

"It was of him that I came to speak. Of him — 
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and yourself. There is some one else whom I have 
just seen." 

"Who?" 

" Julien Duquesne." 

« Ah I " 

A fierceness now mixed itself with the melan- 
choly Pliilip had thus far shown. " Duquesne 
told me certain things which I did not believe — or 
which I struggled very greatly against believing. 
But I believe them now. It was all there in your 
face when we first met^'^ 

"No, no, Philip," she began, "I " 

" Camilla, it's useless ! I should hardly blame 
any woman in your place for fighting with false- 
hood as her first weapon. But falsehood will not 
avail jou now, and you've no other source of help. 
If you swore to me on your knees this moment 
that Abbott Ogilvie had never been your lover, I 
should no more think of believing you than if you 
were to tell me your last birthday made you eighty 
years old." 

"Julien Duquesne told you this! "she said, 
turning sick with the realization of a betrayal she 
had never dreamed possible. 

" Yes. I heard it from Julien Duquesne. But 
I didn't take him as authority ; I doubted him 
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wholly, as I've said. Now I know with what truth 
he si)oke. As for his motive in speaking at all, 
that you know far better than I. . . . Well, I 
needn't stay longer." He reeled a little as he 
turned and walked to the door. She saw tlie un- 
steadiness of bis step, and it gave her a new, wild 
liope. 

" Philip," she exclaimed, following him for just 
a slight space and then pausing, " I don't want to 
fight, as you've called it, with falsehood for my 
weapon. I would far rather speak the blunt and 
bitter truth. When Abbott Ogilvie met me in 
London I was a very miserable woman. I'd lost 
hope ; I wanted to die ; th^ entire world seemed 
my saviige foe. I'd been biutally treated by my 
(lead husband, and slander (the vilest slander, as 
I once made plain to you and as you then credited) 
had martyrized me for months. I needed a friend 
— I yearned for one. You know the charm, the 
intellect of that man. I'm not defending myself, 
Philip, but who could be sophist enough to defend 
him ? There was no mean and cruel art that he left 
untried. Remember, I had never even seen you, 
then. Temptation meant so much to me in those 
hours of great loneliness, in those hours when to 
live at all was to feel myself condemned unjustly. 
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Oh, Philip, if a man had done what I did you 
would forgive him ! . . . And I woke so soon after- 
ward with shudders at my own fault. I hated him 
in a little while — I've hated him ever since. It has 
been such a divinely happy experience to know 
you and love you. For I had never loved any one 
before — never dreamed of it, on my soul. And 
this love has been so purifying, so ennobling to me ! 
Philip, you won't cast me down again into the old 
horror! You're too fine and manly for that! 
You'll spare me — ^you'll take me, poor wronged 
sufferer that I've been, back to the refuge, the 
heavenly salvation of your kindness and care. I 
will be to you a perfect wife, Pliilip. You shall 
never for one instant regret that you saved me. 
You shall always be glad of it — grow gladder every 
year !...'' There was silence, and he stood with 
his back to her as he had stood throughout all her 
speech. " Philip ! " she presently appealed again, 
and this time her voice broke as if with the stress 
of a surpassing anguish. 

He turned, then, and spoke as she devoured his 
face with her tragic eyes. 

"I do not believe you," he said. "I knew 
Abbott Ogilvie yeai-s before I ever knew you. Only 
pace has my faith iu him ever wavered, and you 
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were the cause. He is the sort of man whom emo- 
tion and passion may have misled, but he is the 
man to whom mean and cruel art, such as you 
accuse him of, is remote as sun from earth. . . Ah, 
Camilla," he went on, and in the gaze that now met 
her own she read a disdain both sad and measure- 
less, "you have struck one terribly false note, to- 
night, that vibrates through all my being. If you 
had not tried to soil a nature of whose better quali- 
ties I am certain, it would not have been so hard 
as it now seems for me ever hereafter to think of 
you with pity. You speak of my saving you. Un- 
happy woman that you are, it is you that with an 
unintentional mercy have saved me! . . This is the 
end, then, between us. Good-bye." 

He hurried from the apartment, and with knotted 
hands and a choked moan of rage and disappoint- 
ment, she staggered sideways, flinging herself upon 
a sofa and burying her face in its cushions. 

Her thoughts flew, like a flock of loosed vul- 
tures, to Duquesne. At that moment she could 
have killed him, with a murderous joy in the act. 
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XV. 

Ogilvie reproached himself, the next morning, 
for having permitted anything whatever to prevent 
his interview with Philip. And yet had he not 
repaired to the latter's hotel only a short time after 
leaving Lady Ethel on the previous evening, and 
found that Philip had just gone out? " Still," he 
now reflected, " I should have waited for him-f-I 
should have brought about our meeting, if possible, 
somewhere between then and midnight. For what 
time have I now, with this journey to Kent immi- 
nent ? And besides, the very nature of those words 
I am bent on speaking — it's a bad mode of begin- 
ning a day in which we want our nerves perhaps 
a little better ordered than usual." 

As it happened, the hour of Ogilvie's visit was 
so early a one that he felt almost certain he would 
find his friend either in bed or dressing. But Philip, 
fully dressed, had just swallowed a cup of coffee 
and forced down his throat a mouthful of roll when 
Ogilvie's nstfine was brought hipit 



Digitized 



by Google 



264 LOADED Dies. 

" You're not looking yourself," his guest said, 
the moment they met. " And your hand, Phil, is 
burning. . . . What is it?" 

" Sit down — sit down," said the other, motioning 
toward a chair and using an odd brusqueness. " I 
— I've been having a great deal of trouble," he 
went on, when they were both seated. " Of course 
you can guess about whom." 

" Camilla Blandthwaite ? " 

" Yes." 

" In any trouble, Phil, I want to be near you, 
helping you, strengthening you, all I can. You 
know that, my boy, do you not ? " 

" I do know it, Abbott ! If I hadn't felt as 
mightily sure of it as I do, I should have lost faith 
in you last night, when she . . ." He paused, and 
stared at the floor, with his hands lying tight- 
clenched on either knee. 

" Well ? " Ogilvie questioned. " When she re- 
viled me in your hearing? " 

" Yes," Philip answered, looking up. " Just 
that. Did you guess it was coming?" 

*' It was the last thing I dreamed she could do, 
Phil. She might have defended herself that way, 
however, if (pardon me, for I must deal in stern 
truths, now) — if she were nursing a forlorn hope 
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— ^if she were fearful of losing you — ^if the ground 
had been taken from under her feet by some 
accusation of your own." 

" That wa^ it," said Philip, in a mutter as if be- 
tween locked teeth. " There had been such an 
accusation made. I made it." 

" And it concerned ... ? " 

** Yourself, Abbott." 

" Me ? But you don't mean . • • '* 

^^ Listen. That man Julien Duquesne came here 
l^t night. I could scarcely keep from striking him 
after he began to speak. He coupled your name 
and hers together in the worst of ways. I dis- 
missed the fellow, calling a servant to show him 
out, but not till after he had told me his own love 
for her was the motive of his extraordinary tale- 
bearing. Then I went to her, and she had no 
sooner looked at me than she suspected |^ou had 
spoken the very words I had heard from Duquesne 
— words which had shaken me fearfully, yet which 
I would not wrong her by believing. Ah, you 
know our American idiom, the slwigy force of it ! 
She gave herself away, Abbott, pitifully, horribly. 
And then, in a last outbui*st of entreaty, cut the 
very throat of that compassion I still might have 
felt for her. How ? you will ask. By denouno- 
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ing you as the cold-blooded rascal you have nevet 
been, never shall be, and never could be, unless 
your brain lost the sanity that informs it now." 

The tears were in Ogilvie's eyes as Philip ended. 
"I meant to tell you a certain thing," he said; 
" I came here this morning to tell it, though I had 
to tear it by the roots, so to speak, from where it 
has been hidden in my soul." 

" I guess what it is," Philip replied after a slight 
pause, during which he gazed into his friend's face 
with a look of brief though resolute fixity. " You 
need not tell it. She confessed it last night. Fate 
made her." Then there was another silence, and 
presently Ogilvie said : 

"Thank God, I did not have to speak, after 
all!" 

Philip sprang up from his chair, and while lower- 
ing his head, threw rather than laid one hand on 
his friend's shoulder. He kept the hand where it 
had fallen, with a strange look of humor on his 
pale, ravaged features while he said : 

"Abbott, you should have spoken long ago. 1 
don't rebuke you; I don't know what I would 
have done in a like case. But I think ... I am 
nearly sure . . . that I should, have spoken." 

Ogilvie slowly rose. "Long ago?" he said. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Loaded dice, 257 

*' Sow long, my dear boy ? Think : the engage- 
ment had just been disclosed to me. Surely I had 
to wait for that. Surely you would not have had 
me speak before ? " 

Philip half turned away. " No . . no ; how 
could you have spoken till I had said to you that I 
meant to make her my wife? And yet . . ." 

"I see your thought," cried Ogilvie, with an 
ardor foreign indeed to his usual repose. "You 
think that I might have warned you. Di'd I not? 
In heaven's name, Phil, ask yourself: did 1 
not?'' 

Philip drew a deep breath. '' Oh, yes," he 
murmured, *' but not in 07ie way." 

" Could I," pursued Ogilvie, ** take that one 
way? Immediately, if you choose, I might have 
taken it, — ^at the very moment, as it were, when 
you declared the fact of your betrothal. But what 
a little while ago that is! And since then, brief 
as the time has been, I have had the most wretched 
struggle with myself. Still, at last duty con- 
quered. I came here to do a thing that nearly 
every man we know would have despised me for 
doing." 

" And you did not care for that ? You would 

have done it all the same ? " 

17 
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" Yes. . . . Do you remember, Phil, that night 
when we met here in Paris and went together to 
the ComSdie Franpaise f " 

" Yes. The night I first saw Aer." 

"And how few weeks have passed since then ! 
And how deeply I have suffered for your sake since 
then ! Wliy, do you know (ah, of course you do 
not know I) that I have played the spy on you fi)r 
days and days? I used to watch you, opposite 
Meurice's here, under the chestnut-trees, and 
follow you — ^yes, dog you, if you will — to the Rue 
Richepanse. It seemed to me as if that night 
when we saw the Demi-Monde together was a.fatal 
and prophetic one for both of us. I recall that in 
our talk about 0livier*8 desire to save his friend 
from marrying a woman who had been . . ." 

*' I recollect the play ; and you furthermore 
recollect . . ." 

"That you condemned Olivier^ but afterward, 
when for some reason I made the case a suppositi- 
tious one between ourselves, you granted that our 
long friendship would entitle me to reveal a certain 
knowledge regarding the imagined woman whom 
you were bent on making your wife." 

" I granted your right then," Phil said. " I 
grant it now." 
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" Yet the world " 

" Never mind the world. In how many hundreds 
of ways is the world, as one finds it to day, dolt- 
ishly prejudiced? " 

Here Philip held out his hand. Ogilvie eagerly 
clasped it. 

" Phil," he exclaimed, " this is so like your real 
self — so like the fine intrepid spirit that fought 
alone and single-handed those cheats and traitors 
at Albany!" 

Philip pressed, though somewhat faintly, the 
hand that he still held. " I shall never show fight 
again, Abbott, in any cause. That spirit you 
speak of is hopelessly broken ! " 

*' Don't dream it, Phil ! A great career still re- 
mains to you. I foresee — I prophesy it. At your 
age, man, and with your magnificent chances! 
Why, good heavens, one wound doesn't make a 
battle ; you'll have more, and perhaps even deeper, 
too, before you've seen life at its fullest. But 
you'll have joys as well ; it will be shine and shade, 
flower and thorn, as it always is for all men ; only 
with you there ought to be so much more shine and 
flower than shade and thorn ! " . . . They talked 
on for some time, after this, and Ogilvie soon men- 
tioned Lady Ethel, saying many things concerning 
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her. He ended by telling of his projected trip to 
Kent, and the appointment, now near at hand, to 
meet the girl toward whom his motive had so swif ily 
grown more than a merely protective one . . . 

And Lady Ethel herself? She had meanwhile 
risen after a night half of insomnia and half of un- 
canny dreams. Camilla was nearly always a late 
riser, and the girl had made all her preparations 
while from the adjacent bedroom no sound had yet 
come. They were not preparations manifold or 
elaborate. She simply packed a small travelling 
bag with some articles that she. valued. The few 
gowns and other garments that she left behind her 
she could ill afford to lose. But then escape was 
her present purpose, and loss, even sacrifice, must 
not be rated too high as its accompaniments. Just 
before slipping from the house, she was gently 
pounced upon by Lisette, who started when she 
saw the satchel and certain betraying signs of 
attire. 

"Mademoiselle is not going away?" faltered 
the girl. 

" Yes, Lisette." 

" For long, mademoiselle ? " 

"Yes." 
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" And . . . does madame know ? " 

" Madame knows nothing. But this letter will 

tell her everything. Will you deliver it to her ? " 

" Ah, man Dieu ! " cried Lisette, recoiling. 

"Mademoiselle cannot mean that she leaves us 

forever?" 

Lady Ethel, as usual, could not shirk the truth. ^ 
" Yes. I shall not return. . . . You're a good girl," 
she pursued, " and you've often been very kind to 
me. But I cannot show you any^ proof of my 
thanks. I am very poor ; I have only a little more 
than will pay for my journey to a certain place. 
It hurts me greatly that I can give you no more 
than my thanks. Lisette, you know that I have not 
been happy here ; I hope to be happier where I am 
going. And you will deliver this letter, will you 
not, to Madame Blandthwaite as soon as she 
wakes ? " 

Lisette took the letter, but as she did so burst 
into tears. " I know you are not happy, mademoi- 
selle ! " she almost sobbed. " But I am so sorry to 
have you go ! And I wish nothing in payment 
from your sweet kind self except those very thanks, 
which cannot be spent like coin but which will stay 
in my heart and cheer me, and hence are far more 
dear. God bless you, mademoiselle, and speed you 
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on your way ! You are the loveliest lady I have 
ever met, and may Heaven send you a husband 
worthy of you in the years to be ! . . ." 

Lisette's unexpected farewell blinded Lady 
Ethel's blue eyes with momentary tears ; but they 
were tears that helped her and strengthened her 
afterward, as she took her coui-se in the bright and 
mistless Parisian morning to where she felt so sure 
that she would find Ogilvie waiting amid the hurry 
and flurry of huge St. Lazare. 

Lisette delivered the letter to Camilla as she was 
sipping her coffee a little later in her own bed- 
chamber. Lady Ethel had written no long epistle. 
Every word of her farewell told, and every word 
was a sharp stab to her who read it. 

"I have learned," ran one passage, "that the 
fact of my having gone to a certain place on the 
boulevard with Monsieur Duquesne was in no 
way hurtful to my good name as an English girl, 
but rather that the fact of his having brought me 
there was to him a matter for great censure. The 
letter you induced me to write him (afterward 
telling me that you had retained it, and making 
clear to me that you had done so for the purpose 
of frightening me into docility) is one which could 
never have injured me at all. Your deceit and 
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cruelty are both plaiu to me now — as your motive 
in wishing to keep me at your side and under your 
sway. ... I shall try to think of all this with less 
gloom in the future than I seem forced to think of 
it in the present. But pardon, after all, should not 
come hard to one who can pity ; and I have felt my- 
self beginning keenly to pity a life that selfishness 
has so frosted and tarnished as it has yours. . . ." 

Camilla crushed the letter in her hand and flung 
it amid the yellow turmoil of a wood-fire that Lisette 
had lately lighted. This girl might have been 
even yet of. such use in New York — and now to 
have lost her, too ! It was Ogilvie, of course, 
who had brought about this last checkmate. Had 
not Ethel herself admitted their meetings? Yes, 
it was he, beyond a doubt, who had threatened to 
rob her of one prize and now really robbed her 
of another. 

Still, while her thoughts dwelt on Ogilvie they 
were no longer so rancorous as they had lately 
been. For, whatever his threats, it had not been 
he who had gone to Philip Dwindle with that 
scandalous tale. After all, as Camilla's point-of- 
view put it, he had kept himself a gentleman. He 
might have vowed that he would unveil the truth 
in warning his friend, but he had not unveiled it. 
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Julien Duquesne, however ! She felt herself 
tingle with hate as she recalled his presence, his 
personality, the sound of his voice. The love he 
bore her seemed now like a poisonous exhalation 
from that presence. It had not merely ceased to 
be h flattering unction; it had become a fiery 
irritant. She paced the floor of her sitting-room, 
wondering if she should dare to receive him, pro- 
vided he should have the insolence to appear. 
Would not the strain, so soon after having dis- 
covered his vile treachery, prove beyond her 
strength ? Might not the mere -sight of this 
liar, this human serpent, plunge her into a ridi- 
culous frenzy ? At a jolt from his hateful hand 
had fallen the whole scafEolding of her proud hopes, 
reared with so much adroit skill through previous 
weeks. And she had begged aid of him, and he 
had left her with the promise of it on his lips! 
Oh, was ever woman so brazenly tricked before ? 

At this very moment the object of these savage 
musings had finished his roll and coffee and 
glanced through his Figaro^ after several tolerably 
reposeful Iiours in bed. It delighted Duquesne to 
see that the fog had vanished ; he chose to take it 
as a good omen, though doubtless his mood of ex- 
ultation was too strong and permanent for anything 
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ominous in either a good or bad sense to vex or 
please him. He had not settled with his conscience 
as regarded the outraged old man, Duroc ; but 
then his conscience had never till lately been a very 
intrusive mental visitant; it had rarely troubled 
him much except at periods of depression born 
from either indigestion or impecuniosity. Then it 
had had its grand chance, and took an " I told you 
so " sort of ogreishness, like the claimant for rent 
sidling into the rooms of a man who for months 
has dreaded bankruptcy and at last has met it. 

Duquesne's coffee had had for him a relish that 
Camilla's had wholly lacked. Not that he was 
not dubious about the results of the day. But at 
the same time it was a day fraught with splendid 
anticipations. He had a great trust in the worldly 
clear-headedness of the woman he worshipped ; she 
would discern and prize the handsome magnitude, 
he argued, of the opportunity he offered her. He 
had not an idea but that Dwindle would see her 
and arraign her some time during the forenoon — 
or at least he kept telling himself this, with an 
exhilaration born entirely of his hidden treasure 
there in the false-bottomed drawer of the eommode. 

But after he had risen and flung away the paper 
he had been reading, a new train of thought came 
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upon him. He remembered how ill he had slept, 
and how all the slumber that he had got had 
brought its rest to him after dawn. He rehearsed 
the humiliating scene with Dwinelle, and asked 
himself if it might not be that the young man's 
disdain was less assumed and factitious than he 
had last night brought himself to believe. Grow- 
ing agitated, he tried to console himself with the 
reflection that if Philip still persevered in his trust 
of Camilla's rectitude, there was Ogilvie ready to 
carry out that threat and still more effectually 
undeceive him. By this time he had become so 
unnerved that it was needful for him to swallow a 
draught of brandy, half in the hope of gaining 
courage to face Camilla and half because he craved 
composure from the mere lulling spell of the 
drug. 

His potion calmed him, but it also touched those 
sources of sentiment already stirred in a nature 
that for years had been arid as heat-parched sand. 
Conscience had now a superb chance, and used it 
with speed and vigor. A shudder crept, as it were, 
through all the man's moral fibre. Only yesterday 
lie had hated himself for having sunk so far in 
crime ; to-day did he not wake to find himself sunk 
still deeper ? Ah, there lay his great treasure, and 
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yet what a taint of infamy clung to it I Love had 
taught him the meaning of infamy, — love, that 
had burst open the bolted doors of his egotism and 
scared him suddenly with at least a hint of the 
meaning of life. And life till lately had had no 
meaning except sensualism, greed and loot .... 
He went to his window, high over the narrow and 
clamorous Rue de Richelieu. Paris had got back 
tlie old sweet blue of her autumn sky, but its very 
chastity seemed now a rebuke. It seemed to say 
" thief " to him with countless cold and smiling 
lips. He turned away and abruptly burst into 
tears — he, who had long ago forgotten to think of 
himself as capable of weeping, who would almost 
have believed that his eyes could breed a diamond 
as easily as a tear. 

Approaching the commode in which last night 
the fruits of his theft had been placed, he felt him- 
self ruled by a strong though momentary impulse 
to bring forth the wallet of notes and burn them to 
ashes. But soon a sort of horror at this rash desire 
assailed and even calmed him. Was he going 
mad, that he should dream of such a self-destruc- 
tive course? . <, > Then, with his fancy, which did 
not lack a certain lively nimbleness, he began to 
build air-castles of the future, in whose corridors 
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Camilla walked and from whose parapets she leaned, 
with those high-curved brows of hers and that 
small pink arch of mouth, traits of a countenance 
which to him was always beautiful as a star. 

His strange feeling about the money now left 
with him a residuary fear. He had intended to 
open the drawer of the commode but refrained from 
doing so. After all, the sum was still safe enough 
where he had placed it yesterday, and who could 
tell what delighted excavation of it might result 
from his meeting with Camilla ? 

That meeting must soon be sought. After leav- 
ing his house he strolled for some time in the boule- 
vards, trying to fix in his mind a certain formula 
of diplomatic approach. But no, he at last de- 
cided ; to such passion as his diplomacy was im- 
possible. Best merely present himself and plead 
his cause, with all the art, with all the eloquence 
he could control. 

He walked to the Rue Richepanse, soon after 
this decision, steadier of step and cooler of mind. 
He firmly expected that she had already seen either 
Dwindle or Ogilvie, and perhaps both. On learn- 
ing from the concierge that she was at home, he 
inquired if she were without visitors. The concierge 
large woman, with brilliant dark eyes, high 
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color and a somewhat ungracious bearing — replied 
a little tartly that she had no knowledge of Madame's 
present engagements, but that she believed no one 
else had called that morning. Would monsieur 
send up his card and have the matter definitely 
arranged that way ? 

Monsieur preferred to ask several veiy courteous 
questions, after this, and to slip, with much polite- 
ness, a five-franc piece between two of them. It 
was an immense fee, and it softened the sullen 
portress accordingly. By the time that Duquesne 
handed out his card he had discovered first that 
Mrs. Blandthwaite was just then alone ; second, 
that Lady Ethel had departed with a travelling 
bag early that morning ; third, that on the previous 
evening Philip Dwindle had accompanied Mrs. 
Blandthwaite to her room and had departed about 
an hour later. 

Armed (if the phrase be a right one) with tliese 
tidings, Duquesne waited the answer to his card. 
It came, with the request that he would ascend 
to madame's apartments. 

As he obeyed the summons, Duquesne felt 
that the most fate-burdened hour of his life had 
arrived. The mounting of the stairs gave him a 
touch or two of palpitation of the heart that he had 
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never before experienced. When he reached 
Caniilla's floor, and met the white, familiar, closed 
door of her apartment, he paused, and a g^*eat 
tremor passed through him. . • • 
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XVI. 

Camilla was seated near the table in the centre 
of her little drawing-room as he entered. There 
came now to him a silence which was terrible, 
which he feared intensely to break, which her face, 
hueless and set, almost forbade him to break. 

She did not ask him to sit. He thought for an 
instant, that she was about to ask him, but after a 
sutfden very searching and measuring look at his 
visage and form, she lowered her eyes, and re- 
mained thus for several seconds, one arm being ex- 
tended toward the table near by, and its hand me- 
chanically turning a little silver card-case over and 
over edgewise. It was now that she addressed 
htm, keeping her gaze downward, and her words 
were as few and as cold as these : 

" I can't see why you have come here, after the 
vile act you have done. " 

lie moistened his dry lips with his tongue as he 
answered her. " It was an act that my love for 
you forced me to do.*' 
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" It was a brutal piece of ti-eachery. No, not 
brutal, for the lower animals have neither sense 
nor will enough to deport themselves like that. 
Only men behave so — men like you I " 

"Camilla," he said, after another silence, dur- 
ing which she had again raised her eyes to his face, 
" be merciful and hear me ! " 

"Mercy I You dare talk of it I " she said, in 
sombre semitone. " What have you shown me ? 
You've made me your sport — ^your jeer! If I had 
wronged you horribly you couldn't have revenged 
yourself in a worse way." 

"It was so different from revenge, Camilla! It 
was adoration." 

" Don't address me in that familiar manner," she 
said, recoiling. " And if you adore me I've nothing 
for you except an unspeakable loathing. Ah," she 
went on, witli her brows dragged together and a 
stormy flash from the eyes below them, "you've 
spoiled my whole future — ^you've made the man 
whose wife I was to become turn from me in con- 
tempt. And why ? Merely from a jealous mad- 
ness that cloaked itself under deceit." 

" Not jealousy — no," he said. " It was love, a 
great and deep love, that urged me to the step I took. 
Fortune yesterday dropped a star in my lap. I am 
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rich, now ; I saw that this new wealth might make 
our lives intensely happy together " 

" Happy with you ! " she cried ; and from head 
to foot she scanned him disgustedly, abominat- 
ingly. 

" With jfou ! Pah ! What and who are you ? 
Some mere adventurer, no doubt ! As if I could 
ever have dreamed of being your wife I " 

The very excess of her scorn seemed to em- 
bolden and compose him. He came several steps 
nearer to her, and stretched out both arms, push- 
ing them backward, with a look of supplication 
that she had never before seen him wear, 

" But you have not yet listened — you refuse to 
listen. No — no ; you will not refuse— you will not 1 
... If I have wounded, shocked, repelled you, let 
my life — all my future life — ^be one prostration of 
repentance 1 I come to you with the power, now, 
of giving you a cloudless future. I did not have 
it when we last met, but I have it now, and I 
lay this wealth at your feet. You say that Dwi- 
ndle has treated you with contempt. He has told 
you, then, that T went to him and said certain 
things. But Ogilvie — would not he have said them 
if I had not ? Am I so much to blame ? And 

even if you think me terribly to blame now, will 

18 
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you not let me be your slave — ^j'our i*emorseful, 
grovelling slave — till one or the other of us dies ? 
Think : you have often spoken of Italy to me, 
and your love for it. We can live there ; we can 
go to other places throughout Europe, if you pre- 
fer. I am rich, I tell you — rich enough for you to 
gratify many desires that you now are forced to 
repress." 

"How rich are you? "she said, as he paused, 
still levelling upon him the chill, hard gaze that he 
found secretly terrifying, because it seemed to slay 
all his hope as a blast of sharp heat slays a young 
curled leaf. 

. " How rich ? " he stammered. Living from hand 
to mouth as he had always lived, never having 
possessed more than a few hundred francs at a 
time, pretending to possess wealth wliich had 
never been his, accustomed to certain European 
economies which would have irked an American 
of ordinary position, it seemed to him that the 
answer which he now gave must bear with it a 
great placating majesty. 

"My love, my worshipped one," he said, in that 
language of his which flings about such fond 
words as these a prismatic tissue of tenderness and 
charm, "I have at my full control — now and 
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henceforward — the sum of three hundred thousand 
francs." 

She rose then. A smile of acute humor, mixed 
with a very deep disdain, shot along her half- 
parted lips. 

" And you think a miserable sum like that ! " 

she began. Then she broke off, with a haughty 
toss of her head. " But it is absurd even to ex- 
change words with you. Just now you asked me to 
listen. For a second or two I ask you to listen. 
The little I have to say is this : I detest you, I 
despise you, I would rather marry one of the 
gargons in one of the lowest cafSs here, with two 
hundred francs for his fortune, than be your wife 
(traitor and low scamp that you've shown your- 
self) with this paltry little three hundred thou- 
sa^id francs you now have the insolence to offer 
me. 

He stood staring at her as she veered round and 
swept to the door of her bedroom. His face was 
hueless and blank. As she reached the door and 
caught its knob, a new thought seemed to grasp 
and thrall her. She turned again, her hand drop- 
ping from the little French ball of gilt metal. 

"Do not stay here longer!" she cried, with 
passion and excessive anger in her mien. " I hsCte 
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you so that you blot the very daylight for me. 
Get from my room. Never let me look on you 
again — never ! I should not have seen you at all. 
Go ! If I belonged to the kind of women who 
kill, I would kill you with delight. But I kill 
you now in my thoughts, and always shall, as long 
asIUve. Go!" 

He gazed at her in silence for a few moments. 
He was extremely pale, and his large arms hung 
as if lifeless beside his large and heavy frame. As 
her commandant hand lifted itself, his eyes watched 
the gesture, rising and falling with its arrogant 
rise and fall. He seemed like one deprived of 
speech, and when he moved toward the door by 
which he had entered and slowly made his exit 
from the room, you would have said that his very 
power of motion had been partly paralyzed. 

Once in the hall outside, he visibly nerved him- 
self, and went downstairs with a somewhat hardier 
progress. 

" But I kill you now in my thoughts^ and always 
shall, as long as Hive ! " 

These words rang in his brain. It seemed to 
him as if they would ring there till the beat and 
stir of that brain were forever stilled. 

So, all was at an end. She abhorred him — sho 
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could never be his — she thought his treasure a 
" miserable sum." There was not a spark of hope 
left. It was all night with him now. 

At the lower end of the stair, just where it met 
the pavements of the courtyard, he soon per- 
ceived the dark-eyed and tropic-tinted concierge. 
She had a worried look and seemed about to 
ascend the stair as Duquesne appeared upon it. 
Then she waited, evidently having been decided 
in this course by the fact that she had seen him 
descending. Now and then, somewhat nervously, 
she turned to a group of men, who stood three or 
four yards away from her. Two of them were 
plainly gens d^armeSj and two wore civilian's dress. 
One of the latter Duquesne, with a sudden flurry 
of the blood up into his face, presently recognized. 
He had last seen this man near the Pont Neuf in 
the fog a few hours ago ; but a number of times 
before that he had seen him, and more than once, 
as we know, with a sense of being dogged by 
him. 

" Monsieur," said the concierge^ as she sank her 
voice confidentially and lifted both hands and both 
shoulders with that inevitable gesture of the 
Frenchwoman who wishes to be at once explana- 
tory and polite, " these gentlemen have just entered 
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and insisted on seeing you. I did not know if 
you would be pleased . . . but voild . . . the gens 
d^armes — what can a poor woman do? I was just 
going upstairs to tell monsieur, when ..." 

Here she paused in her little outflow of civility, 
which the late gift of the five-franc piece had 
evidently induced. The man with the dark eyes 
and grey moustache had approached Duquesne. 
He now raised his hat and said with grave cour- 
tesy : 

" Pardon me, but do I not address Monsieur 
Julien Duquesne?" 

" That is my name." 

"I am sorry to inform monsieur that he is under 
arrest." 

Somehow the words brought with them no sur- 
prise. The instant he had seen this man he had 
felt that something of the sort would presently 
follow; and he also felt that the tremors of an 
earthquake could not shock him now. 

" On what charge ? " he asked. 

" Of having been suspiciously connected with 
the death, last night, of Monsieur F^lix Duroc " 

"Ah?" 

" — And of having previously stolen from him 
the sum of three hundred thousand francs," 
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Duquesne broke into a curt, low laugh and 
tapped one of his boots witli the stick he carried. 
"This is all the wildest nonsense," he said. 
" You've been paid to spy upon rae for weeks." 

" Monsieur is entirely right," said the man, with 
a disarming candor that had its droll side. "I 
have been for three months paid to observe your 
actions as well as lay in my power." 

" You are not a Frenchman, by your speech." 

" No, monsieur," was the excessively suave an- 
swer. " I am from Vienna." 

"Vienna?" 

" Yes, monsieur. It was there that the Sefior 
Oliviera engaged me to . . . investigate mon- 
sieur's case." The man's manner, as he thus spoke 
was exquisite for gentleness and for seeming con- 
sideration as well. 

" I see," said Duquesne in his throat. " You 
mean that Seflor Oliviera " 

" Always believed you to have possessed your- 
self, at a cei-tain opera ball in Vienna, of his wife's 
very valuable necklace. He had no proof, but he 
had a strong conviction. The discovery that you 
had been a juggler (one which T may say that I 
had the honor of making) and had practiced public 
jugglery in several European towns, did not weaken 
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the Sefior's belief. As you are aware, he is very- 
rich, and I will not say revengeful ; but then, mon- 
sieur . . ." 

" I understand. You tried to hunt me here. 
What proof have you that I touched a sou of 
Duroc's money?" 

The gentleman with the dark eyes and grey 
moustache smiled a little sadly. 

" I saw you in M. Duroc's company at a cafe on 
the Boulevard Haussmann yesterday afternoon." 

" Well, if you did. What then ? " 

''I noted, afterward, the disappearance of M. 
Duroc on the Pont Neuf." 

" Bah ! I had nothing to do with that disappear- 
ance. There was a heavy fog, as you know . . ." 

" Under cover of which the old gentleman mat/ 
have committed suicide." 

" May! Man Dieu! do you accuse me of hav- 
ing murdered him ? " 

Again came the sad smile. "On the contrary, I 
should say quite otlierwise. M. Duroc's body 
does not bear the least sign of violence." 

"His body?" 

" Which has been discovered and fully iden- 
tieed." 

"Indeed?" 
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"Quite true, I assure you. Monsieur is not 
arrested on any charge of assassination." 

" What, then, is the charge ? " 

" I grieve to reply that it is one of theft from 
the person. Inquiry at the club which M. Duroc 
was well known to frequent, and where he was in 
the habit of constantly playing, brought to light 
the fact that he yesterday won there the very large 
and unusual amount of three hundred thousand 
francs." 

Perfectly composed, now, Duquesne inclined 
his head. " Well ? " he murmured. " How does 
that drift of luck concern itself with me ? " 

His companion raised one hand and waved it for 
an instant with a delicate gesture full of quiet 
and subtle melancholy. "Unhappily," he soon 
said, " monsieur is concerned to a very great de- 
gree." 

"How— how?" 

" In this way. Monsieur's room in the Rue de 
Richelieu was last night searched." 

" My . . . room . . . searched ? " breathed Du- 
quesne, his full, ruddy lips whitening. " Ah, but 
nothing was found there — nothing ! " 

" Pardon me, monsieur," came the reply, inex- 
orable as though Fate had spoken it and yet smooth 
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with all possible graciousiiess. " A great deal was 
found there. Indeed, a wallet containing three 
liundred thousand francs was found in the false 
bottom of a drawer " 

Quick, keen and yet not loud of tone, a cry now 
broke from Duquesne's lips. For an instant his 
face was convulsed as if by wrath and dread. 
Then, with thorough return of his former calm, he 
pursued, a little sneeringly : 

" If you were shrewd enough to unearth money 
belonging to me, how do you dare state that it 
was not and is not my own ? " 

" Because monsieur — miscalculated — ^forgot." 

"Forgot? How?" 

" To take from the wallet a card and one or two 
letters, all of which bore the name of M. F^lix 
Duroc." 

A slight start, and no more, gave response to 
the final crushing denunciation of these few mild 
words. Then Duquesne bent his head and stood 
thus, with clenched hands and compressed lips, as 
though waiting some summons. 

"Will monsieur have the goodness to deliver 
himself up to me as my prisoner ? " 

At this sentence, piercing because delivered 
with so much determined amiability, he raised his 
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head again and swept with anxious eyes the 
speaker's impassive face. 

"I am wholly in your power, mousieur," he 
said. " Grant me one favor." 

" A favor ? I would willingly grant you twenty, 
if " 

" I did not escape you by accepting them ? But 
my favor is very simple and cannot possibly result 
in escape." 

" Then name it, monsieur." 

"It is this: I wish to hold about ten minutes' 
private conversation with the lady whom I have 
just quitted. You may accompany me, if you so 
desire, to the very door of her apartment — ^you, 
and tliose who are with you. I promise you that 
I shall not remain inside longer than ten minutes. 
The floor is au quatriime. You may guard every 
exit. There cannot, as I say, be the faintest 
chance of my eluding you. After all, it is not so 
much to ask. Will you not consider it? Will 
you not kindly grant me these ten minutes of re- 
prieve before I depart with you, as I shall then be 
most willing to do ? " 

The listener seemed to reflect. Soon he lifted 
his hat once more, and witli the same inexorable 
yet charming blaudriess, the same slight Austrian 
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accent tingeing his fluent and graceful French, he 
replied : " By all means let it be as monsieur 
desires." 

"Thanks," breathed Duquesne. At the same 
moment he raised one hand to his moustache as if 
to brush away one or two of its obtrusive hairs ; 
and while he did so he made certain that in the 
breast of the coat he wore was that tiny weapon 
which he had last night thought might be needed 
in his conference with Philip Dwindle. 

The smooth-speeched man and one of the ffens 
d^armes stood with him in the hall outside the 
closed doors of Camilla's chambers. The other 
gendarme was elsewhere, and no doubt kept guard 
with his remaining associate. 

He made a slight, easy gesture as if of blended 
thanks and of transient parting, and then passed 
at once beyond the doors, reclosing them behind 
him. 

The sitting-room was vacant. He passed at 
once into the room that adjoined it. She was 
there. She had just donned a mantle as if for the 
street, and her hat lay on a little table near the 
half-parted curtains of a window. 

As she saw him she gave a terrible start, and 
recoiled several steps. 
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** How dare you ? " she said. 

"Camilla,*' he pleaded, "forgive me. I have 
come only with one motive, and shall remain but 
a few seconds. We are never to meet again. I 
realize that. I accept my doom. I don't blame 
you for anything that you have said or done. 
And yet, will you not try hereafter to look on me 
with pardoning eyes? Merely tell me that you 
will try — ^that you will make the effort — and I 
shall go away from you at least in a measure con- 
tent ! " 

She shook her head as he glided near her. 
Marble could scarcely have been colder than her 
face. 

" No," she returned, " no. I will never forgive 
you — never. I shall always hate you till the end 
of my days. I shall hate you — I shall go on hating 
you, just the same, dead or living. I told Abbott 
Ogilvie that as a gentleman born and bred he 
could not play against me with loaded dice. It 
is with loaded dice, and in the foulest fashion, that 
t/ou have played against me, and you have been 
thus dastardly, Duquesne, because you are low of 
nature, because " 

And then she spoke no more. It must have 
been his old training at jugglery and sleight 
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of hand that served him, for one set of fingers 
shot out and circled her throat so that she could 
not scream or make even the faintest cry, 
while another set used tliat deadly toy he had 
been hiding, so that in a trice there had leapt a 
pellet of lead from its cold little tube and cut 
clean beyond temple into brain. She reeled back- 
ward without a sound, and death must have caught 
her before she fell. 

Outside they had heard, and dashed in. Still, 
one more bullet remained, and he had time to 
point its tiny barrel with a skill so quick and dex- 
terous that when they found him it was bedded 
in his heart. 

L^Mivoi. 

It was months afterward — in the spring of the 
following year — that Philip Dwindle, amid New 
York surroundings, read and pondered these pas- 
sages from a recent letter sent him by Abbott 
Ogilvie out of quiet country quarters in Devon- 
shire : 

" Ethel and I are thinking of going up to 
London soon. We feel that our honeymoon is 
»QW a^ much over as it will ever be. And shall 
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I whisper to you, my dear boy, that I believe it 
will never either wax or wane, but just abide the 
same sweet prodigy, always at plenilune ? When 
we get into some nice little house (say some- 
where in the calm region of Portland Place) I shall 
so hope to have you run across the water and 
look in upon us. I want you to take a good look 
at my wife and tell me if her affection strikes you 
as either filial or sisterly. Poor Ethel ! she was 
leaning over my shoulder while I wrote that sen- 
tence, — which was my reason for writing it ; 
and now she has darted away in high dudgeon 
(real or assumed). I am always chaflSng the child 
about how she first preferred me paternally or 
fraternally, you know — or in almost any way ex- 
cept matrimonially. 

". . . When we are together again, my dear friend, 
I want to speak words that it is hard to write. 
Your deliverance was a blessed piece of good 
fortune. I can understand that the whole horror of 
that lurid death still stays with you, and benumbs, 
dispirits. But all this will change. Your youth 
will soon plot rosily against yourself. Your great 
talents will again be given to the land that so ill 
deserves them. Your career will re-commence ; 
you will once more have a future to accomplish, 
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though, not as before, a past to forget! . . . And 
ah, how I wish that my Ethel had a sunny twin- 
sister, the very counterpart of herself, whom you 
could come over and marry before you were older 
by a year ! 

"... A certain problem haunts me yet. I 
shall never expect to solve it till I die. *But you 
had solved it,' I can hear you say. Yes, but that 
scamp, Duquesne, saved me from a practical 
carrying out of my solution. Do I not owe him a 
kind of debt of gratitude ? I remember that she 
said to me it would be playing against her with 
loaded dice. Well, I never played so, after all, 
did I? See the untenable weakness of my posi- 
tion, Phil. I stick to it that I would have been 
right if I had told you (as I meant to tell you) 
everything ; and yet I am forever thanking fate 
that I was spared the need of telling a single word, 
I am forever repeating to my own thoughts, * The 
problem . . . the problem.' On such basis of incon- 
sistency do we too often build our ethic codes; no 
wonder that they sometimes crumble with such 
ease and speed." 

THE END* 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



